






























Making Outfit 


W, 


Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our _beautifully- 
styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women ‘ 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions 





Mer! Send for This Money- 


FREE! 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“S$ 3Qu 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
| FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
| sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
| and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
| fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
| ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
| show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
| tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
| —and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 

orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


l 
No Experience Needed 
| It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don't 


need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 













YOUR OWN 
SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your money 
now or any time. You don’t pay money 
for samples, for outfits, or for your own 
suit under our remarkable plan. So do 
as other men have done—mail the cou- 
pon now. Don’t send a penny. Just send 
us the coupon. 











opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. T-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 


Perr we eww ew we ew ee ee ew ee eee ee 


| PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. T-364 | 
| 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. | 
| Dear Sir: | 
I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUiT TO WEAR | 
l AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable | 
| Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
j LUTELY FREE. | 
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> Now...order your fa U. dresses 
rom Linda, Fokhions. 


exclusive styles! 



















Lu }; Fa. n e ' 676 W. MICHIGAN AVE. * 
CHICAGO 11 + DEPT. T-1 
PREPAID ORDER: | enciose price 
and handling— 


[3 C.0.D. ORDER: poy postman amount plus post: 
pe te mg gel me acter hag the Leone is 


Style No. Size Color 





Exclusive styles, outstanding values, unusual 
designs, excellent workmanship . . . that's 
what you get when you buy your fall 
dresses by mail order from Linda Fashions. 
At these low, low prices you get copies of 
the latest creations of outstanding French 
and American designers. 


Study this page carefully. Decide which of 
the dresses will be most becoming to you. 
Every dress is an outstanding value that 
can't be matched at the price. Order sev- 


eral Linda creations today .. . you'll be 
glad you did! 
GUARANTEE: Every 


dress that you buy from Linda 
Fashions is sold on a positive 
gvarantee of complete satis- 
faction or your money back. 
You: must be pleased. Thou- 

of cust s all over 
the United States know that 
they can buy with confidence 
from Linda Fashions because 
of our unconditional money- 
back guarantee. You risk ab- 
solutely nothing. 





STYLE NO. 1913 

Aitractive new squore neck 
style in new, novel-tuft cot- 
ton cloth. Guaranteed wash- 
able. in choice of fall brown 
or turquoise. Sizes 5635 
16'A-24'A; 12-20. 


***&* * * 
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of garment pilus 30c to cover postage 
| sove over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 


age, C.0.D. and 
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STYLE NO. 5816 
You'll get the “oh’s and ch's” when you wear Lindo’s fabulous, new, 
fall flowered cotton with velvet bows! Wonderful plaited-effect 
skirt. New square neck. Choice of 3 colors: blue, gray or green. 


STYLE NO. 1818 

Eye oppea! . . . that’s all yours in this Linda 
self-belted coat style dress with generous 
schiff embroidery at cuffs and pockets. 
Choice of blve or gray. Sizes $ 95 
16%A-244%4; 12-20.........4- 5 








STYLE NO. 4578 

Zipper closure, V-neck style cotton with two 
potch pockets. Lovely white piqué trim, 
matching flowers on the dress, on pockets 
and collar. block with 

pink or turquoise. Sizes 
164%-24%; 12-20....... $95 


Fill out and mail coupon TODAY! Get several dresses at these low prices 
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FROM THE 
INSIDE OUT 
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#3052 SWORD POINT 

The most perfect sweater bra 
you've ever seen is designed 
to point up becom ¢ ith 
gerieusty oe s! 

ul support comfort 
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; Hidden 
specially designed low beck. tachable garters. 










slimmer! 
Perfect “all. purpose” — White. Sizes to 30” waist. 
White only. Sizes 32-36A, 3. dest $5.95 






88, 32-40C-cup rat #3175. 
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EDITOR 


Down To Earth 


I am called bookworm by some of my 
friends but for the past four years my buying 
has been limited to TAN and JET magazines. 
I like TAN because it has the type of stories 
the average person can read and understand 
and not feel that they are reading about some- 
one on another planet. In other words, the 
people in TAN are people we meet and live 
with, which makes it easier to understand and 


enjoy your magazine. 
Myrtle Wright 


Jamaica, N. Y. 


Looking For The Facts 
Some of the stories in the September TAN 
I enjoyed so much I just have to express my 
opinion in a few words. “‘I’m No Angel’— 
Dinah Washington” was a very interesting 
story. | like to learn new true facts about our 
entertainers, but so many books print many 
things that are untrue and don’t bother to print 
the nice things about people, only the bad 
things. So thanks for printing the truth. Keep 
up the good stories and write more like these. 
Naomi Irving 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Likes Elvis At 62 

I want to thank you for your nice, unbiased 
article “What You Don’t Know About Elvis 
Presley.” If everyone thought like Elvis, a 
Southern boy, there would not be all this strife 
that is going on now. I am 62 years of age, 
white and a grandmother of teen-agers. I have 
bought all of his singles for myself and my 
grandchildren, also some of Fats Domino’s, 
Harry Belafonte’s and Nat King Cole’s, but 
only since Elvis started to sing. I guess his 
voice is a little ragtime, swing, boogey-woogey 

and Dixieland altogether. 
Lots of luck to your magazine, 
Mrs. Vera Walsh 
Philadelphia, Penna. 


Stay On The Right Track 
Sure, | enjoy reading all TAN stories very 
much, but as a young housewife with many 
teen-age friends, I’m naturally interested in 
their activities and problems. Many seem to 
just start off on the wrong foot. I feel perhaps 
if there were to be more stories written about 
teen-agers and their problems and how they 
with the help of others get back on the right 
track, it would inspire them to be better. | 
think TAN has some wonderful features. It is 
my favorite Negro magazine. 
Mrs. Eavonie Lee Sherrill 
Lincolnton, N. C. 


Too-Short Short 


“The Secret” was wonderful but it was too 
short. Keep up the good work that you are 
doing. 


Mrs. Remel Selby 
Gulfport, Miss. 





isn’t it good to know 
you're using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 





in the BLUE SEAL package. 


Vaseline 


When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 


pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 


recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 


See how much smoother it is. That’s because 


it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 
Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 





Vaseline 
"HITE PETROLEUM JEL’ 


Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!" 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond's Inc. 













| don’t see very many requests from older 
people but I’m hoping that my name will be an 


exception for your Pen Pals column. I am a 
man of 36 and lonely. I'd love to make friends 
and also would like very much to correspond 
with Pen Pals. I am a barber, like to read, and 


music and letter writing. I am also 


enjoy 


single 


Delbert Alexander 
900 Iola St. 
Dayton 8, Ohio 


I enjoy TAN stories, but most of all I like 
Pen Pals the best. I am an airman stationed 


"way up in the north woods (Bangor, Maine). 
There isn’t anything to do but be homesick, 
and | would like very much to correspond with 
girls from the ages 21-29. I am 28 years of age. 
Music is my hobby. I used to play piano with 
a professional rhythm and blues band. (The 
band I used to play for is quite popular now.) 
[ am 61%", black hair, brown eyes and com- 


ple x101 
A l/c Walter Washington 
4060th INSTL. Sqdn. 
Dow A.F. Base 
Bangor, Me. 


an ardent reader of TAN and would 
be included in your Pen Pal club as 
possible. 1 would like to correspond 
with Negro girls between the ages 25-30. I am 
white, 28, 5'6”, black hair, brown eyes, single 
and employed as a radio technician. Hobbies 
are dancing, music, movie photography and 
ports. All letters will be answered immedi- 
and photos exchanged. Thank you. 
Lewis L. Di Cio 
85 Frederick Ave. 
Medford 55, Mass. 


i an 
like to 


soon a 


ately 


| receive very little mail and I do like to 
I am a soldier stationed at Fort Story. 
Va., and would like to correspond with ladies 
around the world and the United States. I am 
25, 61", of brown complexion and black hair. 
[ like sports, dancing, singing, writing and 
cooking. Please publish this letter in your 


write 


TAN magazine. Thank you. 
Sp. 3 James Pettigrew 
R.A. 5319116 
558th Trans. Co. 
Fort Story, Va. 
We are two lonely Negro airmen stationed 
on Okinawa. We do not get much mail so we 
would like to correspond with girls between 
18-23. Will exchange photos. Details: Whit- 
sett, 19, 6’, 140 Ibs. Patten, 23, 6’, 170 lbs. 

We're not married. 

A/2c Robert Whitsett Jr. 
AF 14622450 

and 
A/3c Ontry C. Patten 
AF 11320134 


6318 A & E Sq., APO 239 
San Francisco, Calif. 


it has always been my wish to have friends 
from all over the world and I hope to gain 
more friends by putting this information on 
paper and sending it to the editor of TAN. | 
should like to hear from men particularly, 
6 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


from 20-30, of any nationality and any part of 

the world. I am 19, 5’5”, with brown hair and 
eyes. 

Elizabeth Mayle 

R. D. 2, West Hamilton 

Oberlin, Ohio 


I am a young Jamaican now residing in Lon- 
don and would very much like to hear from 
young Americans with a view to becoming Pen 
Pals. Replies will be appreciated from either 
sex and regardless of race. A few facts about 
myself: 20, Negro, 5’7”, 147 lbs. My interests 
are art, modern jazz and corresponding. On the 
sports side I like boxing and athletics and 
would like to hear from Pen Pals about their 
local American sports—baseball, etc. But even 
if the interests are not the same as mine, | am 
sure that through corresponding we will find 
something of common interest. 

Rudyard K. Miller 
91 Canonbury Road 
Islington 

London, N. 1 
England 


| would like to correspond with men and 

women in the U. S.—but women preferably— 

regardless of race or religion. | am a Negro, 

24, 5’11”, medium build. My hobbies include 

table tennis, reading and writing. On the 

whole, I enjoy all indoor and outdoor games. 

Most of all I enjoy dancing and cricket, of 

these I’m rated among the best in my village. 

I am employed as an engineer. | will answer 

all letters and am willing to exchange photo- 
graphs. 

Joseph F. Drakes 

43 Middle St. 

Pouderoyen Village 

West Bank, Demerara 

British Guiana, South America 


| would be very grateful to have my name 

published in the Pen Pal column so that some 

interested readers would write to me. I can 

assure that I will reply to every letter received. 

I am 24, 6’1”, 170 lbs., color light brown, and 

very athletically built. My hobbies include 

writing and games such as football. I also en- 

joy swimming, dancing, movies and singing 

calypso and folk songs. I would like to corres- 

pond with people 18-36, mostly from the U.S., 

Canada and Germany. I work presently as a 
policeman with an oil company. 

Wilfred J. Thomas 

Poui Ave. 

Pointe-a-Pierre 

Trinidad, B.W.1. 

P.S. Mr. Editor, I forgot to state that I am still 

a bachelor. 


1 would appreciate it to the highest if I may 
become a member of your Pen Pal club. I am 
now in a “san” and it gets very lonesome out 
here. I would like to correspond with both 
men and women in other sanitariums. 

Annie Mae Lyons 
Sunny Acres Hospital 
Cleveland, Ohio 


1 am a faithful reader of TAN and would 
like very much to belong to Pen Pals. I am a 


Negro, 27, married to a handsome husband and 

have fine children. But I am sure there are 

many who understand my problem. Even 

though married, you get lonesome and wish to 

make new friends. Therefore, I would like to 

correspond with other housewives and mothers 
of all ages. I will answer all letters. 

Mrs. Carrie Mitchel] 

342 Hamilton Ave. 

Paterson, N. J. 


| would very much like to correspond with 
some Pen Pals. | am 26, a beautician by trade, 
and love sports, especially basketball. I stand 
5'5” and weigh 116 and am brown skin. | 
will answer all letters and exchange photos, 
It doesn’t matter about the age of the Pen Pals 
who answer because I don’t believe you have 
to be a certain age to become a friend. 
Barbara White 
18 Tenth Street, NE. 
Washington, D. C. 


| am a reader of TAN and it impresses me 
very much indeed. And I would like to have 
TAN readers for Pen Pals (especially young 
women). | am 23, 172 lbs., 5/11”, with brown 
eyes, black hair and brown complexion. My 
hobbies are letter writing and singing. But 
most of all I love to cook. I am now attend- 
ing “Cook School” to be a cook while serving 
my years in the army. I have a very good sense 
of humor. | have never been married but | 
may if | can meet a good young woman or girl 
between the age 18-25. I will be more than 
happy to answer all letters and exchange snap- 
shots upon request. I don’t drink or smoke 
but love all women and girls. I am a Negro. 
Pvt. Arthur Williams 
U.S. 55624529 
4th U.S.A. Food Service School 
Class #7 
Fort Hood, Texas 


| am very lonesome and would like to enter 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I’ve been 
here in Baltimore two months and can’t seem 
to make friends here. I am 21 years old and 
5/2”. Would like to correspond with men be- 
tween 22-35. I weigh 121 and have dark com- 
plexion. I love baseball and dancing. I will 
exchange photos. 
Jessie Ree Johnson 
964 N. Washington St. 
Baltimore 5, Md. 


| would like to correspond with both boys 
and girls, servicemen and others who w 
desire to do so. I’m 17 and nearly out of high 
school. | like all sorts of sports but music 
and making friends are my greatest interests. 
I can sing, dance and do just about anything. 
The age doesn’t matter, nor does the nation 
ality, race, religion or creed. I also hope t 
hear from boys and girls out of the U.S. ! 
will answer all letters and send pictures if 


uested. 
eae Audrey Hardy 
1307 W. Jefferson Blvd. 
South Bend, Ind. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear MRS. JACKSON: 

I am seventeen and worried about 
my mother who has been separated from 
my father for thirteen years. Life has 
been tough for us but she has worked 
hard to give us an education. Although 
my father made $500 a month, he spent 
it all on women and good times. 

When my mother left my father she 
had three children, my sister, who is now 
nineteen, my brother, who is fifteen, and 
me. But about five years ago she started 
running around with bad women and 
married men. Three years ago she gave 
birth to a baby and his father is a mar- 
tied man. Now I have another three- 
month-old baby brother and his father 
isa different man. I have both of these 
babies to take care of all the time because 
my mother stays out all night and half 
the day, then comes home drunk with a 
man. Sometimes the men beat her and 
I'm always in the middle of the argu- 
ment so they won’t hit her again. [| sent 
one man to the hospital and had to draw 
aknife on another to get him off her. 

Mrs. Jackson, please help me before | 
kill somebody! I love my mother and 
I'm not going to stand by and watch 
somebody hurt her. Every moment she 
is out I’m scared half to death that she 
is either hurt or in jail. Please, please 
help me before I lose my mind and my 
freedom. I’m in love with a nice boy, 
but I can’t leave my mother because the 
way she is now she might walk off and 
lave the babies alone. What can I do? 

“Scared” 

Dear “Scared” : 

Your problem is too big for 





you to handle alone. Go im- 
mediately to the courthouse in 
your town and ask for the per- 
son who handles family prob- 
lems, and you will undoubted- 
ly be referred to family court 
and a social worker assigned to 
your case. It is her job to help 
you so give her as much infor- 
mation as you can about your 
family life although it might 
embarrass you. I can under- 
stand your loyalty to your 
mother, but she needs help as 
much as you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for eight years, 
but now my wife and I have been sep- 
arated for two and a half years. During 
that time I fell in love with a young lady 
and we are very devoted to each other. 
Now she is pregnant and her mother 
refuses to let her see me. She is twenty 
and I’m twenty-nine. My wife won’t give 
me a divorce and laughs when I ask her 
for one. Our trouble started when she 
wouldn’t come away from her father’s 
house and return to our apartment. | 
left and haven’t been back since. 
peatedly ask her for a divorce, but now 


I re- 


she refuses to even talk to me. 
Sincerely, 
James A. Jenkins 


Dear Mr. Jenkins: 

Put your problem immedi- 
ately into the capable hands of 
a good lawyer. If your wife 
left you, as you stated, then 
possibly you can obtain a di- 
vorce on grounds of desertion. 
Your lawyer will have to work 
out the legal angle. In the 
meantime for peace of mind 
you will have to be 100 per 
cent honest with this girl you 
intend to marry. I also think 
you owe her parents a detailed 
explanation as well as a bit of 
financial assistance with their 
daughter’s hospital bills. You 
will need time to obtain the di- 
vorce and the emotional strain 
your expectant girl friend is 
going through will not be easy 
for her. For her sake, I hope 
you are able to get the divorce. 








Start High As $4,525.60 a Year 
Prepare NOW fer 1958 Examinations 





gieainaid 


‘Rural Carriers 





Many other ith a 
Stenographers—Typists—l’atrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 
tors—etc. Those wishing these positions should qualify 


at once, 
Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
it teday—NOW at once. 

Although the Institute is not government controlled, this 
can result in your getting a big paid government job. 





FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. B-Ol . Rochester 4, N.Y. 


scribing salaries, $ ete., ond list of many 
U. 8. Civil Service big pay jobs. Tell me shout my 
Vv Preference and how to prepare for one of these 
tests. 


Use This Coupon Before You Mislay it. Write or Print 
Ptainty. 





If Women Who 


Crave 


LONGER 
HAIR 


Only Knew : 


Processed sheep oils help prevent dissolving the nat- 
ural fat or drying out the vital oils in hair, which 
often causes stiffness and brittle hair that breaks eas- 
ily and becomes THINNER. By protecting your hair, 
you help it to grow more naturally, more luxuri- 
ously, with healthy firmness, elasticity and lustre. 
Send for full 1 oz. sample jar of famous LAN-O- 
TRESS, and FREE Doctor's Advice Booklet. Enclose 
only3Octo cover cost of shipping and handling to 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Dept. YL-1 
Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
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Candy and flowers and sweet talk, 

is that enough to keep a woman 

happy? Or does she want some- 
thing more? 


O A SMUG CYNIC, women are an “under- 

sized, narrow-shouldered, broad-hipped, 
short-legged race of unaesthetic” creatures. To 
a satirist, they’re simple souls, dumb enough to 
believe coffee grounds poured down a drain keep 
it unclogged. To a sensualist they’re objects of 
lust hest viewed through the eager red eyes of 
an ape. Though varied, these unflattering esti- 
mates of the feminine sex have one thing in com- 
mon—any man who seriously entertains them is 
a likely prospect for a psychiatrist. 

Yet, subtle variations of these notions lurk be- 
hind reasons why many men fail miserably to 
keep their women happy. All too often they act 
on the mistaken assumption that men are indeed 
superior and women stupid; that men, like war- 
riors, are destined to drive through life ruthlessly 
making conquests while women are designed for 
the conqueror’s cot. Fortunately, there’s more 
to women then meets the undiscerning masculine 
eye. 

While it may be true that men are physically 
superior, since a good man can always beat a 
good woman to the last seat ona streetcar, in 
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— New Hair Straightening Discovery 
Puts Perma-Strate Years Ahead! 


Amazing New N-77 Neutralizer 


is Faster! Better! Easier to Use! 


No matter what you've ever 
see how simple it is to have 
age, natural-lecking straight 


Perma-Strate way. See how softly and smoothly 
Perma-Strate Cream straightens hair ... and 


see how quickly and easily 
N-77 Neutralizer acts to keep 


so that it can be dressed in any style. New N-77 






tried before, now 
soft, easy-to-man- 
hair the modern 


ees "Ture 


Neutralizer acts fast .. . gives all-over hair "100 mony 


penetration to perfectly complete your Perma- 
Strate hair straightening treatment ... with 





absolutely no burn ... no redness ... no scalp 


irritation. Constant research once again guaran- Every Perma-Strate kit 
tees .. . NOTHING COMPARES WITH PERMA- includes both Perma 
STRATE, the original and world’s largest selling and the amaz- 


cream hair straightener. 


as recommended by 
Dorothy Donegan 
and Bill Doggett 











If druggist can't supply, write c 1958 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. Ps co 


Hair Dry? Brittle? Get Perma-Strate HAIR SHEEN (Hair Conditioner) 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 








vanish 





. 


Daring, a Powerfully concentrated Lovely Perfume Oil 


77, 


4 > 
Uy % ‘Reminiscent of Thrilling, Romantic Spanish 
(« Moonlit Nights — Bewitehing Senoritas — 


Dashing Caballeros! Exotically Fragrant, 


ma IVSON GS 


INTO DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 






irom harming Spain to delight you and him—use it & Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 
ens * + dan ow ors seaey 8A a ad NORDYKE Music Publishers 


Dept. 9 P. S. BUREAU CO., Box 72, 
sen. P. O., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 








BOSOM 


Easy to 





LAC wos 


use! , 


BEAUTY thru Swedish method 





penind —A)\\ > 
door 











just 


ADJUSTABLE 








nw 
slims waist shapeslegs develops chest 


10 MINUTES A DAY will give you the beautiful form you desire. New 


exercise development based on sound principles adds weight WHERE YOU 
WANT IT. Most certain and most permanent method known. Very definite 
results. You'll look better and feel better—this is the type of light exercise that 
doctors recommend. Slim your waist,make your legs shapely, develop chest 
beauty and remove ugly fat by following our simple directions. Surgical gum 
TENSION rubber exerciser and complete instructions for only $2.98. Your satisfaction 


for family health guaranteed. Send to: TECHRITE CORP., Box 3-P , San Gabriel, California. 








Every woman wants mar. 
riage, but marriage alone 
does not automatically mean 
happiness. Like stocks, the 
dividends depend upon the 


investment 





mental competition women manage to 
keep one jump ahead. For on whatever 
side a man finds himself in an argument 
with a woman, he’s always wrong. It’s 
a waste of time to tell her she’s being 
illogical, since the average woman starts 
with the premise that the way she feels 
about something is in itself a most 
compelling argument. No matter how 
strange the conclusion, to her it’s “per- 
fectly logical.” 

Thus, the man who persists in trying 
to prove a woman wrong is likely to find 
himself awash in a flood of tears spilled 
without warning. With the assumption, 
then, that a female tends to act emotion- 
ally rather than rationally, a man should 
guide his relations with the opposite sex. 

How to keep a woman happy? Pursue 
her ardently. She wants to love and be 
loved. Idolize her, place her high on a 
pedestal, ply her with gifts. “Praise her 
fair cheeks, her tresses neat, her shapely 
hands, her slender feet.” But as the 
Roman poet, Ovid, further advises: 

Don’t press too hard a modest maid 

Or woo too aptly the beginner 

For if you do, she'll be afraid 

And you'll never, never win her. 

How to keep a woman happy? Court 
her gracefully and with discretion. Re 
member that during courtship the aver- 
age woman considers sex a useful spur 
to prod her suitor to the altar. Withhold- 
ing liberties she leads him on, but often 
draws the line at a point which will frus 
trate him into a violent case of romantic 
love. Under the pressure he must some- 
how remain cool, but not with the de- 
tachment of an (Continued on Page 79) 
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On The Reco 


By 
James Goodrich 







yr BILL DAVIS, the exuberant jazz organist, makes for happy music on re- 

cordings but he claims he has never been fully satisfied with how his sounds 
are recorded. Despite album successes on Epic and Imperial, the onetime Louis 
Jordan sideman still puts up some squawks over the engineering on his disc releases. 
According to Davis, who records with his trio, there is great room for improvement 
in the technique the diskeries employed to tape his Hammond and he thinks his 
recent experiments bear that out. 


For the last several months, Davis has tested his own ideas about recording the | 


organ. He learned from his experiments, he says, methods by which he can best 
place microphones and determine the right sound balance and volume level for 
taping his instrument. Now he figures he can make the organ more listenable on 
wax than it has ever been before. 

“What I get with my method is the craziest sound,” Davis explains. “Of course, 
itswings. But what’s more important, it moves on a real smooth kick. There’s prac- 
tically none of the heavy, choppy stuff you hear on most recordings of the jazz organ. 
This sound sort of flows and I feel that people will find it very interesting.” Davis 
wants to try out the method at an upcoming recording session. 

Although he has worked hard to improve his sounds on records, Wild Bill was not 
forced into the experiments. A free-riffing, exciting stylist, he does all right as a 
record artist, his releases having usually chalked up strong sales. Mostly his record- 
ings are packaged in albums like Epic’s “Wild Bill Davis On The Loose,” “Wild 
Bill Davis In Birdland” and “Evening Concerto,” Imperial’s “Wild Bill Davis On 
Broadway” and “Wild Bill Davis In Hollywood.” He has been accompanied most 
often on records by guitarist Floyd Smith and drummer Joe Morris but Chris 
Columbus also played drums on several sides in the Epic series. 

In his experimenting, Wild Bill aimed to deflate the observation of some experts 
that the organ by its tonal characteristics must sometimes sound uneven and lumber- 
ing on jazz records. He blames poor engineering for a lot of the distortion heard 
o records featuring organ music. 
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I could hear them there in the kai che 
pering and giggling and carrying oh ~ 
thought they were smart; just becas 











TANS = 
SHORT-SHORT = 


——————e 


A man can be blind in a lot more ways than one, especially 
if he’s married to a young girl like Vera and got a heart full 
of jealousy locked up inside him. He can really make a fool 


of himself if he tries—and I was working at it hard 


HEARD VERA’S GAY, musical laugh in the kitchen, followed by Frank’s slow, 
deep chuckle, and I wondered what the hell they were laughing at. They weren’t 
fooling me one bit, oh no. And him my best friend. 

Frank had come over from next door to borrow some flour to make a batch of 
biscuits. At least, that’s what he said. Well, who did he think he was kidding with 
that cooking routine? A hobby, he called it. But I knew it was just an excuse for 
him to sneak over and make time with my wife. Just because I couldn’t see what | 
was going on... 

Vera and Frank came back into the living room where I was sitting. 

“Where did Mary ever find a good man like you?” she said jokingly to Frank. 
“If I could just teach George to cook—” Suddenly she wasn’t laughing any more, 
and it got very quiet in the room for a few seconds. 

“Don’t let her do it to you, George,” Frank said finally, nudging me on the 
shoulder with his hand. “It’s too late for me, I’m hooked by this cooking bug. But 
George, you stick up for your rights.” 

“George doesn’t have to worry,” Vera said. “I like him just as he is.” 

I felt the warm, velvet touch of her hand gliding slowly around my neck and up 
one side of my face; long, slender fingers caressed my ear. In a single instant I loved 
her touch and I hated her pity. 

I didn’t want anybody’s pity. And I didn’t want anybody sneaking around be- 
hind my back, either, while they were pretending everything was just fine. It was 
just as well that George was leaving then, or I would have told him off, friend or 
no friend. 

That was one good thing about Vera’s Aunt Sadie: she was a venomous old witch, 
but she didn’t pity and she didn’t pretend. I’d heard her say it the second day I 
was home from the hospital: “George is stone blind, Vera. He'll never see again. 
And there’s no sense in you playing games with yourself, trying to pretend nothing’s 
happened.” 


Vera had muffled a little cry then, and I had heard her footsteps running off down 
the hall. 

Things had been a little tough at first. It was hard for me to believe what had 
happened, it seemed so much like a dream. Only the explosion at the chemical 
plant where I worked hadn’t been a dream. Nobody knew just how that fire got 
started, but it did. And there I was playing the hero, trying to put it out. I had 
just about done it, too, but then the flames hit that open vat of benzine and every- 
thing went orange and purple and black with one big boom. I hadn’t seen any- 
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thing since. 

Well 
proved a case of willful negligence on 
the part of the plant management in not 


the union went to work and 


maintaining proper safety precautions, 
and | got a real fat check, plus a healthy 
monthly pension for the rest of my life. 
Vera and | moved out of her Aunt 
Sadie’s house into what Vera said was 
a pretty sharp little place of our own. 
I didn 

And where did we go from there, 


t know; I couldn’t see it. 


Vera and I? I was twenty-five and she 
was twenty. We were both going to be 
alive a long, long time. What kind of 
married life was it going to be? 

| knew what it had been like the year 
before the accident. We had fun going 
to the movies and looking at the mon- 


I was ready for the next guy 
to come sneaking around my 
house, sweet-talking my wife, 
and I was going to fix her, too 


key the zoo and making mud houses 
beach and watching the boats and 
playing catch with a softball and a whole 
ther things. And you needed eyes 
or all of them. 

Eyes were something I didn’t have 
anymore. So | just sat around in a pitch- 
black world where you overworked your 
ears and nose; trying to recognize some- 
one by a voice; trying to figure out 
where they’re standing by straining for 
the direction of the sound; trying to 
smell what’s cooking for dinner so you 
don’t have to ask. You’re living in an 
night where you can’t suddenly 

the lamplight and read an- 
other chapter of a good book. And did 
you ever try looking at television when 
the picture tube was shot? Sounds funny, 
doesn’t it, hearing something you ain’t 

Well, that was the way the cookie had 
crumbled. Maybe it wouldn’t have been 
so bad if | were older and not married 
to a young chick like Vera. Yeah, she 
had the kind of face and figure that guys 
were bound to look at twice. And why 
wouldn’t that kind of attention turn her 
head? After all, I couldn’t see what she 
looked like anymore. I had to rely on 
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my memory. That was easy enough. You 
don’t forget a face the color of honey 
set off by coal-black eyes and hair. And 
when she put on a bathing suit—just 
thinking about it made my eyes water. 

So why would a girl like that want to 
be tied down by somebody as blind as 
a bat? 

Still, I didn’t like what was going on 
right before my useless eyes. Yeah, | 
guess she had it figured out all right. 
Why leave a good thing when you can 
eat your cake and have it, too? With 
the pension coming in every month and 
still some money left from the first check, 
we were sitting pretty financially. There 
weren't many guys around with the kind 
of money we had in the bank. So I guess 
Vera had decided she would go along for 








thing or two about what a cheap little 
hussy she was, too, and then send her 
packing. | didn’t need her. I didn’t need 


anyone. | lit another cigarette. 


ig DIDN’T take three o’clock long to 

come with me sitting there burning 
up with hate inside. At least, I judged 
it to be three o’clock when the doorbell 
rang. | grasped the arms of my chair 
tight, and the palms of my hands were 
sweating. 


“Hello, George,’ 


: 


a voice said. But it 


was only Vera’s Aunt Sadie, who had 
come on in without waiting for anybody 
to answer her ring at the door. Her voice 
was the same as always, cold, without 
cheer or love or feeling; coldly speaking 
words out of necessity. 





the gravy ride. Why shouldn’t she? She 
could still play around all she wanted to. 

I could hear the soft murmur of her 
voice now at the telephone in the hall, 
and I wondered who she was talking to. 
I strained my ears some more. 

“... Come over about three this 
afternoon . . . But remember, George 
mustn’t know . . .” 

I flinched with a pain as real as though 
a knife had been shoved into my ribs. 
First Frank, and now—who? Well, all 
I had to do was wait; wait until three 
o’clock when some guy was going to 
show up pretending to be a salesman or a 
repairman or a guy from the telephone 
company or something—somebody who 
could kiss my wife right in front of my 
eyes and me not know about it. Or may- 
be it would be another good “friend” of 
mine, like Frank. All I had to do was 
wait. I lit a cigarette. 

In a few minutes, Vera came in with 
lunch, so I knew it was about noon. Just 
three more hours to wait. When you're 
blind, you get used to waiting: time 
doesn’t mean much to you. 

Just three more hours until 
joker showed up and then | could tell 
him where to go. I could tell Vera a 


some 


“Well, that’s the way it is when you 
leave the door open. Anything can walk 
in,” I said with something less than 
friendliness. 

“My, but aren’t we in a good mood 
today,” she said sarcastically, a little sur- 
prised by the acid tone of my voice. 

“Yeah, aren’t we,” I replied. “What 
time is it, Sadie?” 

“It’s a little past three,” she said, and 
walked on out to where Vera was in the 
kitchen. 

A little past three. My wife’s lover boy 
was late. 

I reached for another cigarette, and 
discovered the pack was empty. I started 
to call to Vera to bring me another one 
from the spice cabinet in the kitchen, 
but decided against it. I was going to be 
all alone after today, so I might as well 
get used to it. Besides, I had learned to 
navigate the house pretty good. I got up 
and moved silently and slowly toward 
the kitchen. Just beyond the door, Sadie’s 
words stopped me in my tracks. 

“Why all the secrecy, Vera?” she was 
saying. “Why work yourself to the bone 
for an ill-tempered bear like George. | 
wouldn’t care if it was his birthday . ..” 

(Continued on Page 75 | 
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—_ RAY ROBINSON, finding it hard to break 
his old habit of retiring from the fight game, is at it 
again for the third time around. During the retirement 
period he plans to concentrate on an acting career, par- 
ticularly The Ray Robinson Story on film, or Golden Boy 
on the Broadway stage. But if you chose to remember his 
pst record, his “sugarship” just might turn up fighting 
before opening night or the picture is released. Immedi- 
aly after losing his middleweight crown Sugar lost an- 
other crown, as King of Babylon in the TV production 
of Green Pastures—Bill Dillard won that title and wore it. 


Meanwhile, Mantan Moreland didn’t know about 
plans for the TV revival of Green Pastures so the cast was 
all set when he got the news. But the producers were 
that anxious he should have a part the original script was 
altered to include a few comedy scenes written especially 


for him. 
The Basie band took a much needed month’s vaca- 


tion before starting off on their second European safari. 
While the Count relaxed in Puerto Rico, a trio of his 
sidemen picked up some extra loot via two weeks with 
pay at the Count’s Harlem nitespot. 


Philadelphia’s favorite deejay, Jocko Henderson, 
whose popularity hit a new high with his invasion of Har- 
lem, has been rewarded with a daily TV show in the New 
York area. He’s spinning records as usual, with top artists 
in the recording field as featured guests for interviews 


only. 


Beauteous Barbara McNair’s big chance in St. Louis 
Blues, the W. C. Handy movie, with Nat Cole and Eartha 
Kitt, went up in smoke. She was replaced by veteran 


actress Ruby Dee. 


Singer Roy Hamilton, who has a new LP album 
called “Golden Boy” going for him, received some gold 
records right on stage of the Apollo Theatre during his 
first engagement there after a 14-month illness. The golden 
awards represent a million sales each for his recordings 





Mantan Moreland 





Sugar Ray Robinson 





Little Richard 


of Ebb Tide, Unchained Melody and You'll Never Walk Alone. 


Atthis writing rock ’n roller “Little Richard” hadn’t done any of the things 
he said he’d do. That is, to quit show business for religion—he’s still picking up 
om some fabulous paying contracts (who wouldn’t), and he didn’t stop off in Phila- 


delphia to get married either. 








| 


Blues singer Billie Holiday, whom critics still acclaim the greatest, has been | 
illowed to date to sing in Carnegie Hall, in Central Park, on radio and television, | 
but still is barred from working in New York nite clubs by the police cpetees. | 
Predictions are that she’ll get back her license, lifted because of drug arrests, be- 
cause it’s already written in the movie version of her autobiography. 


(Continued on Page 65) | 
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thout warning, something 


| gone wrong, and now I 


aced with a quick, hard 


sion that I felt no mortal 


na should ever have to make 








- ~ 
“You can’t have them both, Bob,” the doc- 
tor said with solemn finality. “You've got 
to decide now which you want the most.” 


TALL HAPPENED ON A MONDAY. Not an ordinary 
blue Monday. This day turned out to be a black Mon- 
and a day | will never forget because it was the day 
was faced with the toughest, most horrifying decision 
lever faced in my life. 

I had just five minutes to make up my mind. I used 
three of them. They were the longest, most torturous 180 
tconds I have ever known. 

Helen lay in the delivery room of the big county hos- 

wracked with pain and uncomforted by the drugs 


tdoctor had given her. After five years of marriage. 
iwas to be our first child. And as I nervously paced the 
iting room, ignoring the jests of other husbands who 

ed for their second and third heirs, Dr. Maddox came 
b took me by the arm and led me into a small consulta- 
m2 room, where he threw the weight of the world on my 


Iders. 


“We haven’t got much time, Bob,” he said. “And we’ve 
got a mighty big decision to make. You probably aren’t 
familiar with these things and I admit that I’m not either. 
I never faced it before and I know you didn’t.” He was 
talking fast. His voice was firm. He was trying to put me 
at ease, but every word had the opposite effect. I shifted 
out to the edge of my chair and sweat popped out on my 
forehead. 

“There are some doctors who make such decisions them- 
selves. But maybe I’m different. It’s a fifty-fifty proposi- 
tion here and I think you should make the decision,” he 
said. 

“What is it, man?” | snapped at him. “What are you 
trying to say? Get to the point! Is there something wrong 
with my wife? Is there something wrong with the baby?” 

“1 don’t know just how to answer that,” Dr. Maddox 
replied. “They are both all right at this moment. Nobody 




















knows why these things happen. About 
all we doctors know is what we are faced 
with when they happen. I’m a husband 
ind a father myself and I know I'd want 
e consulted if I were in your place— 
vecially if the odds were so even.” 
Come on, man! What is it?” I 
rabbed the lapels of his stiffly starched 
icket viciously. 


He calmly took my taut fists off his 





You'd better sit down.” 
\ blast of wind whistled the cold, un- 
Iness of winter against the building. 


of snow filtered through the 
en and a crack in the window where 


th, iy 









































irp air came into the room. It hit 
hand and I shuddered. 

You can’t have them both, Bob,” he 
vith finality. “You’ve got to decide 
vhich you want the most. Compli- 

itions have set in that I don’t have time 
to explain to you. We can save your wife 
an save the baby. We simply can’t 


oked at him with utter disbelief. 
was flushed with the pain he 
elt at what he said. My heart pounded 


ET 


iddeningly against my chest wall. 
Oh, my God!” I heard myself mur- 
Dr. Maddox walked out of the 

ind I was alone. 

id gotten home that fateful eve- 
VT it about six o’clock because the 
heavy snowfall made the buses late. The 
winds howled wildly and I had 
taken a freezing beating while I waited 
street corner. Then the bus had 
rowded, cold and wet underfoot. 
Ther ere many other men who left 
thei at home because of the heavy 
fts. We all figured alike—that it 
yuld be easier to use the bus than to 
the dangerous, unusual snow 
traffic. Now we were cold, uncomfort- 
ible and late for our brightness. Tem- 
short. The bus driver insulted 
21 woman who got on with only a $5 





People wouldn’t move back in the 

We were a miserable, unhappy lot. 

ind Helen was cross and irritable 
whe finally got inside the house. 
Snowflakes on my coat and slush from 


my shoes dirtied her floors. Dinner was 
cold. She was heavy with child and the 
temperature in our over-priced and un- 
der-heated apartment had not been over 
68 degrees all day. That was the kind 
of landlord we had. That was the kind 
of day it was. 

“Tl warm up my supper myself if you 
don’t feel up to it,” I said to Helen. She 
looked pale and wan. There was a 
strained expression on her face and | 
wondered if she was in pain. But I didn’t 
ask her. I couldn’t bear to. | knew she 
had been having a tough time. She was 


We had seen such good times together, Helen and I. Now 
she was lying in a hospital room, trying desperately to bring 


our child into the world, and her fate was in my hands 


so very small and delicate. 

Everytime I looked at her with her 
body swollen and misshapen as she nur- 
tured the new life that we both wanted 
so much I virtually ached with sympa- 
thetic pains. The baby’s birthday 
couldn’t come too soon for me. 

“T’ll do it Bob. It’s just that it’s such 
a task to get a good meal together and 
then have it spoil on the back of the 
stove. 

“Tt’s been awful in this house today. 
That lazy janitor has been drinking with 
those women next door again and I guess 
he was so full of alcohol that he couldn’t 
feel the cold. Mabel was over for a little 
while this afternoon,” she said as she 
sliced the meat and placed it on my 
plate. 

“Yeah, what did she have to say.” 

“Oh, nothing special. Just girl talk.” 

Mabel was a friend Helen had made 
during her many visits to the maternity 
clinic. She and Frank were about to have 
their third child. We had visited them 
socially only once, but Helen had main- 
tained Mabel’s acquaintance so she could 
have someone to talk with about babies. 

I wasn’t sold on Frank. He was too 
satisfied. He worked for the Railway 
Express as a loader at the station. He 
had been at it a long time and he had 
done well. They owned their home and 
were nearly through paying for their 
furniture, but their car was second-hand 
and the clothes they all wore were cheap. 

Frank drank too much beer. He talked 
too much. He boasted too much. He 
was doing all right but he thought he 
















was on top of the world. 

“I sure tricked that foreman of mine 
tonight,” he said. “Jack, I had four 
trucks set up for the 8:15 that ain’t in 
the station but six minutes. I need some 
help to get all that stuff on, y'know. 
Well, his dirty red hands are too good 
to help me, so I just fix him. I hide one 
of the trucks down at the lower end of 
the platform. 

“He don’t know it. I get three on just 
as the engineer blasts he’s ready to pull 
out. That fourth one gets left, the red- 
necked foreman is going to catch it to- 
morrow and I get home on time. I sure 
tricked him.” 

He-he-he. Haw-haw-haw. He laughed 
like a maniac. 

“Don’t you think you might catch it 
too, when they find out what you did?” 
I asked patiently. 

“Aw, naw, Man. I ain’t supposed to 
have sense enough to figure out nothing. 
I’m just the muscle man.” 

He-he-he. Haw-haw-haw. 

So that’s the kind of guy he was— 
satisfied to be the muscle man. Playing 
crazy, taking low, dealing in trickery 
and happy to be alive to drink his beer. 
It made me a little sick at the stomach 
but I respected Helen’s desire for Mabel’s 
friendship. 

“Come on, honey, tell me what you all 
talked about. As much as Mabel talks, 
it couldn’t have all been girlie stuff,” I'd 
said to Helen. 

“She meddles a lot, you know, Bob. 
I’d rather not bother you with it. Just 
the usual thing.” 








“| can imagine so,” | said. “I can’t 
understand why people without ambition 
can't understand people who have it. | 
can do better than I’m doing here, and 
['m going to get out of here and do it. 
[m not angry with Frank if he’s satis- 
fed. That’s his business. I sure wish 
they'd leave our business alone.” 

“Oh, she just said that Frank thinks 
you're crazy to keep trying to get into 
printer’s union. He said some fel- 

ws were around the station talking 
about that union fight the Negro firemen 
are having with the Central of Georgia 
and they said something about you also 
trying to get in the white printer’s 

















union. 
“It isn’t the white printer’s union,” | 
interrupted her irritably, “it’s just a 
union that gives a man a chance to earn 
what he’s capable of earning. They don’t 
want me in it because they don’t want to 
admit I’m as good a printer as they are.” 
mine “Darling, you know I understand it 
four | all. It’s just that Mabel and Frank are 
"tin | scared. They like things as they are, and 
some | wedon’t. I’m not going to talk about it 
now. | any more. It only makes you cross.” 
500d She put the plate of food in front of 
one | me. I picked at it disinterestedly. It was 
d of | always something. You have to do your 
apprenticeship in a union shop, they said. 
just | [had been an apprentice for ten years. 
pull | They knew no union shop would let me 
red- | apprentice in there. Justify this form for 
;to- | me, Bob, they always said. You're the 
sure | best around here on ruled forms. And 
then they would laugh. They had me and 
hed | they knew it. 
The food was dry on my tongue. | 
h it | pushed it aside. 
1” “Did Mabel say anything about the 
way you said you were feeling this morn- 
to | ing?” I changed the subject. 
ng. “Oh, she just frightened me. That girl 
has the strangest sense of humor. She 
said it means that I haven’t got much 
— | time left.” 
ing “Really,” I said. “Maybe I ought to 
ry | call Dr. Maddox and see what he says 
er. | about it.” 
ch “You can if you like. I thought about 
’s_| it but you know he’s always so busy and 
it’s such a terrible night outside. You 
all | didn’t eat very well,” she said as she 
ss, | scraped the dishes. 
'd I walked into the bedroom and got 
Dr. Maddox on the phone. He listened 
b. patiently to what I had to say and calm- 
st | ly advised me to be ready “at any time 
now.” 





“These youngsters have the strangest 
way of picking their time to come into 
this world,” he chuckled. “You mustn’t 
panic. Just take it easy and stay ready. 
I'd suggest you get one of your wife’s 
friends to come over. Women have a 
way of understanding these things better 
than we men. 

“T’ll let you in on a secret,” he added 
with an air of mystery in his voice. | 
moved closer to the phone. “Your nights 
for sleeping have about run out,” he 
chided me. 

The excitement began to well up in me 
almost immediately. I rushed out into 
the kitchen and took Helen’s hands out 
of the dish water. 

“Darling, he says Mabel was probably 
right,” I almost shouted at her. 

“Yes, I know,” she said. “I was just 
waiting until you came home and had 
your dinner before I mentioncd it.” 

“Cripes, sugar,” I playfully chastized 
her. “You mustn’t kid with me about 
things like this. I’d better call Mabel and 
get her over here. Dr. Maddox says you 
ought to have a woman around while 
we're waiting. Now, you come in here 
and sit down and rest yourself.” 


WENT TO THE PHONE and dialed 

Frank’s number. One of their children 
answered. 

“Mama, it’s that printer man. He 
wants to talk to you,” I heard the child 
say. 

“Hello, Bob, how’s the little new 
mother coming along,” Mabel said when 
she picked up the phone. Her voice was 
light and gay. 

“Mabel, look, I’m worried,” I said, 
trying to sound serious enough to make 
her stop playing about the thing. “Dr. 
Maddox says she ought to have a woman 
around. Could you come over and spend 
the night? I’m a little shaky about things 
like this, y’know.” 

It just made her giggle. 

“Goodness, you’d think it was the first 
child ever born,” she said. “Wait a 
minute, I'll see if Frank feels like it. I 
know you wouldn’t come for me, you’re 
too worried to leave her for a minute 
now, aren’t you?” 

“I sure am,” I replied, as I heard her 
lav the receiver down. 

It was a long wait. I heard that mani- 
acal he-he-he haw-haw-haw and then 
Frank’s voice came over the phone. 

“Whatsa matter, old man? There’s 
nothing to it, Jack. Just get yourself a 


good halfa pint of bourbon and you'll 
make it!” He-he-he haw-haw-haw, he 
went. 

“Well, maybe when I’ve had as much 
experience as you’ve had I can do that, 
but right now, I need some company 
over here, buddy. Can you bring Mabel 
over and let her spend the night?” 

“Aw, come on, Jack. It’s a terrible 
night out there. I’d lose my parking 
place. even after I got out there and 
shoveled away all that snow to get away 
from the curb, Man.” 

“What did you say?” I asked, unbe- 
lieving. 

“I'd lose my parking place, Jack. You 
know how tough it is to find a place to 
park in this neighborhood—and espe- 
cially in this kind of weather.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Of all the 
reasons! ! 

I sat the phone in the cradle gently. 
I would have broken it into a million 
pieces if I had let myself go. I turned 
to Helen who had come in and was 
stretched across the bed. 

“You know what he said,” I asked 
her. She just rolled over and looked at 
me. “He said he’d lose his parking space. 
I always knew that laughing hyena was 
a crud. I always knew he was a crud!” 
I was nearly shouting. 

“Oh, don’t get all excited now, Bob,” 
Helen said as she placed her hand on my 
trembling fist. “I'll be all right. It is a 
terrible night to ask anyone to come out. 
I only wish Mother was here instead of 
still out there worrying with all those 
kids.” 

“It’s my fault,” I said. “She would 
have come to be with you but I was hop- 
ing I'd be in that damned union and 
making enough money to get you a nurse 
by now.” 

“Oh no it isn’t your fault,” Helen pro- 
tested. “Mother needs to stay on the job. 
Taking a week or so off would have made 
her check short and she needs her money 
to take care of herself. I'll be all right.” 

“Rural school teaching,” I said. “It’s 
all wrong. Meager pay. Long hours. 
Miles from everything. Baby, we’re sure 
gonna get out of this neck of the woods 
just as soon as the baby is big enough 
to travel. 

“I’m going out to get the car started 
and warmed up. I don’t know what I’m 
doing, but I’m sure not going to have 
you riding to the hospital in a cold car. 
You just lie there and rest yourself.” 

When I came (Continued on Page 80) 
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The first drink led to another, th 
Other. By then, I'd forgotten a 
John, Vary or anvone ¢ rcept / 


wer FLIN 


HE TELEPHONE RANG ON AND ON. Even before I’d dialed Lyle’s number 
I knew he wouldn’t be home. But I let the phone ring, hoping I'd at least hear 
his voice even if | couldn’t be with him. Then a chilling thought struck me: Sup- 
pose he were in and was too busy to answer the phone—busy making love to an- 


other woman? 

Just then my husband’s voice called out. “Angie, it’s nine o’clock. What channel 
was that show you wanted to see?” 

Hastily, I put down the phone and went into the living room. “I’m sorry, | 
didn’t know you were on the phone,” John said, looking up from the evening paper. 

“I called Mary to see what the girls were doing tonight,” I said. Funny, | 
thought, how easily I could lie since I’d taken up with Lyle. He’d taught me that, 
among other things. 

John put down his paper. “I’d hoped we could spend the evening together,” he 
said, sounding disappointed. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I already promised Mary I'd stop by.” 

“Angie—is something wrong?” 

I forced a little laugh. “No. What makes you ask?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. You seem to be sort of nervous lately,” John said. 

I took a cigarette from the box on the coffee table, irritated at the way my hand 
shook. “I’m all right, John.” 


LIKE MANY A WIFE, I HAD 
FALLEN INTO THE TRAP OF BOREDOM. 
I WAS LOOKING FOR GREENER GRASS 


“‘Whatever is on your mind, | wish I could help.” he said, going back to his paper. 

Oh, if only you could! I cried inwardly. I studied my husband, as if seeing 
him for the first time. He was a good man, kind and gentle with me and our two 
children, Johnny, 8, and Bernice 5. John had provided a nice home for us and | 
asked myself the question that had been bothering me more and more of late— 
why would | spoil what I had for something so uncertain and shameful as my 
secret affair with Lyle? 

But even as | posed the question, | knew the answer. | wanted one last fling. 
For years I’d been the perfect mother, the perfect housewife, and when I met Lyle, 
I was desperately afraid of growing old. Smoothly handsome and an expert at mak- 
ing women feel attractive and desired, Lyle seemed to offer me all the things I’d 
missed. 

Yet, | never wanted things to get so involved. I never even dreamed that my gay 
good times with Lyle would end in a sordid affair. And now— 

I crushed out my cigarette and abruptly stood up. “I'll be back in a little while,” 
I said to John. 

“Angie... !” 

I pretended I hadn’t heard him and hurried out the door. 

Once outside, my footsteps slowed as I headed for Lyle’s apartment. Last time 
we met he had told me not to come there, that he would (Continued on Page 52) 





Clutched in the tight embrace o 
Curd Jurgens, Dorothy Dandridg 
plays slave girl in film Tomang, 
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F IFTY YEARS AGO, Hollywood made lass was colored. Naturally, this being Negro emotions, too, can include that 
might be loosely called its first 1907, the unnerved hero fled in terror. universal pastime, love. For Hollywood, 

with a Negro love angle. The film, This summer, a sleek, honey-skinned it wasn’t easy. Long clinging to its 

e Masher, showed a white romeo Negro beauty named Dorothy Dan- stereotyped notions of the Negro as 4 
successful in his wooing of any- dridge danced in the arms of white actor comic figure, its first attempts at pictur- 

with whom he tried to flirt, fi- John Justin in Island In The Sun and, at ing Negro romance could do no better 


into luck with a lady wearing movie’s end, was flying off with him to than place the beauteous Lena Home 
he quickly responded to his at- get married. Times do change. opposite comedian Eddie (Rochester) 
However, when the roving Don It has taken Hollywood a full half- Anderson in Cabin In The Sky and ar 
| her veil, he discovered the century to get around to the fact that cient dancer Bill Robinson in Stormy 






Long denied the privilege to ex- 








press the emotion of love in films, 


Negroes now find themselves in 





all sorts of romantic situations. 









Paired in Mark Of The Hawk, Eartha Kitt and Sidney Poitier play African 
couple. In tender scene, she tells her husband that she often dreams of him 
being deserted by fellow Africans. Parts of the movie were filmed in Nigeria. 


Rehearsing scene for Something Of Value, leading 
Negro actor Sidney Poitier plays husband of new 
actress Bobbi Cote, who appeared bald on screen. 
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GOOD SCREEN LOVERS 


early forties. 

The Negro-dotted movies which fol- 
lowed those two musicals were mostly 
sociological in theme (No Way Out, 
Home Of The Brave, Intruder In The 
Dust) or autobiographical (The Jackie 
Robinson Story, The Joe Louis Story). 
An exception was Pinky, the story of a 
white-skinned Negro girl who falls in 


Weather, both motion pictures of the 


love with a white man. The leading role, 
however, was played by white actress 
Jeanne Crain, and the romance came to 
no good end. 

But the first big breakthrough on the 
romantic front came in 1955 with the 
release of Carmen Jones, a major film 
which pictured Dorothy Dandridge and 
Harry Belafonte in a sizzling love story 
that practically singed the celluloid right 


out of the movie projectors. With this 
film, the pair established itself as Holly- 
wood’s first authentic love team. (They 
had shared honors in an earlier, less 
volcanic movie, Bright Road.) 

Today, a rash of new movies is sweep- 
ing the country, and leading them has 
been another film co-starring Belafonte 
and Miss Dandridge, Island In The Sun, 
although they do not fall in love with 
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the screen, even to being cast opposite white pz 


each other. Instead, in a history-making 
gesture, Dorothy was wooed and won by 
the white actor John Justin, while Bela- 
fonte is the romantic object of white 
actress Joan Fontaine. This frank ap- 
praisal of love and intrigue in the West 
Indies, as the story is set, caused it to be 
banned in many Southern cities. Despite 
the frankness of its romantic theme, the 
script was still considered timid by 
some of its stars, inasmuch as Miss 
Dandridge and Justin never kissed, even 
though their romance was traced from 
its beginning until they headed for the 
altar, and the closest Belafonte and Miss 
Fontaine came to sharing any intimacy 
was drinking from the same coconut. 
But a casual glance at Hollywood’s his- 
tory makes even these scenes seem 
shocking. 

Thus somewhere in the throne rooms 
of the fabulous movie industry, there 
must have been an awakening. Negroes 
could fall in love,.and act like it, just 
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Playing good-natured waterfront worker 


Led by Dorothy Dandridge and Harry Belafonte, Neg 


romantic teams are acquitting themselves admirably 





ie 
in Edge Uf The City, Sidney Poitier is paired 


with actress Ruby Dee (in background). Poitier, never playing purely romantic roles. 
has shown wide range of talents in films, from teen-age delinquent to mau mau terrons. 


as they could sing or dance or roll th 
eyes or speak in dialect. Some rea 
of this new awareness: Sidney Poitip 
appeared opposite Ruby Dee and Boj 
Cote in the films Edge Of The City aj 
Something Of Value and in his news 
movie, Mark Of The Hawk, will hy 
Eartha Kitt as his wife for some tende 
love scenes. The latter, however, is; 
British film. 

But it is Dorothy Dandridge who si 
reigns supreme as the sepia goddess ¢ 
movie love. Her newest motion pictur 
filmed in France and not yet purchas 
for U. S. distribution, is Tomang, 
which casts her opposite white act 
Curd Jurgens. As a slave girl aboard: 
ship captained by Jurgens, Dorothy i 
able to escape the privation of the ship; 
hole for the comforts of the shipmaster: 
cabin by navigating a course mor 
naughty than nautical. 

By scoring such screen triumphs, i 
would seem, then, that Negro movi 
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gars have proven their ability to lock 
lips with the best of them. And while 
Hollywood is still a bit reluctant to go 
all the way, the foreign film makers show 
no such timidity. The Italians, for in- 
stance, have put John Kitzmiller, a Negro 
ax-Gl, in starring roles ever since World 
War II. 

Nevertheless, the age of love seems to 
be upon the movie scene, and Hollywood 
has shown a tendency to present Negro 
actors in varying cycles. In the film in- 
dustry’s infancy, for instance, the Negro 
was a buffoon. Later the Civil War and 
the Old South was glorified, mostly at 
the expense of the Negro, the best ex- 
ample of this being the now infamous 
Birth Of A Nation. After that, the 
Negro was a servant, oftimes ignorant 
or comical or both, and always docile. 
Then he became a bright and challeng- 
ing figure in the post-war era. 

It seemed as if there had been a new 
awareness of the Negro’s presence and 
his capabilities, and his color was a cross 
to bear. Then, as things are prone to hap- 
pen in Hollywood, the cycle swung away 
from the Negro, with but rare excep- 
tions. The primary force in forcing 
recognition of the Negro’s acting ability 
was Sidney Poitier, a fine young actor 
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Screen’s first successful interracial romance 
is portrayed by Dorothy Dandridge and 
actor John Justin in Island In The Sun. 


whom many believe will one day walk 
off with an Academy Award. Poitier was 
a juvenile delinquent in Blackboard 


Jungle, a good-natured, philosophical 
dockhand in Edge Of The City, a rene- 
gade, educated slave in Band Of Angels, 
a mau mau lieutenant in Something Of 
Value. 
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Relaxing at dance between shooting of Island In The Sun, Harry Belafonte dances with 




















Breaking the ban on serious Negro love- 
making, Dorothy and Harry Belafonte 
are ideal romantic duo in Carmen Jones. 


Today, the Negro is a new personality 
on the movie screen. He lives, eats, 
sleeps, loves and hates much the same as 
any other human. Unfortunately in the 
area where this most needs to be shown 
—the South—the censor’s scissors or the 
bigot’s boycott will prevent it being 


presented. THE END 
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co-star Joan Fontaine, while Dorothy Dandridge is the partner of actor James Mason. 


Belafonte and Miss Dandridge both complained of lack of realism in romantic scenes. 













































HERE WAS PLENTY of room in my 
life for a man like Adam. I decided 
that soon after I met him, and there was 
no time from then on that | regretted that 
decision, not even during the shame and 
heartbreak and despair that followed. Not 
once did I say I was sorry. I| wish it could 
have happened differently, sure. But if this 
was the only way it could happen, then I 
will not be sorry. 
Adam came along just in time. If I had 
met him earlier, | would have brushed him 
aside, like I had done so many others. Had 
1 met him later, it would have been too late 
in my life for love: I would have been a 
hardened, bitter old maid. 
But Adam was neither too late nor too 
early. When he came along, | was dead-set 
against romance—but | was ripe for it. 
It hadn’t been easy, being the man and 
the woman in the family, taking care of a 
widowed mother, a sister and a brother. 
But I had no choice after Papa got killed 
__in that cave-in on his construction job. 
~_ Mama hadn’t been able to work since Bobby 

was born, and there wasn’t much insurance 

money. 

_ So there went my grand dreams of col- 
- lege, even though I had won a scholarship 
and had a job promised me on the campus. 
At that, I was lucky to have just been out 
of high school and able to take a job and 
begin supporting (Continued on Page 62) 


ong. We were tov much alike, he and I, both 


ize of love but neither wanting to pay the price 





It was the wee wee hours, the time for love. 
The electric tension mounted, rising until the 
very sound of its silence was deafening. 





I chose the “easy life,”” where 


men lived by their wits and 


fought with their fists in the 


alleys of the city jungle 











N SPEAKING of my father, folk 

used to say that anything worth hav- 
ing in our community was owned by 
William Steptoe, else he was buying it, 
or had just sold it at a profit. He was a 
man with one ambition, to make money; 
and one weakness, me. 

My mother died when I was born and 
Dad never remarried. We had no close 
relatives. The two of us lived in a big 
house with a housekeeper, and I grew 
up doing pretty much as I pleased. 
Generally what pleased William Steptoe 
Jr. meant trouble for others. At twenty- 
two I’d been kicked out of three colleges 
and earned a local reputation as a 
spoiled, irresponsible brat. Only my 
father’s prestige and wealth got me out 
of serious scrapes on several occasions. 

Dad referred to my activities as 
pranks. “Billy will outgrow his young 
blood,” he would say. Others were not 
so liberal. “Billy Youngblood is poi- 
son,” is the way they put it. They kept 
their sons and daughters away from me 
as much as possible. 

None of this bothered me. My only 


concern was how I stood with the crowd 


along the Avenue. The Sportsmen, with 
their fine clothes, big cars and flashy 
women; the Easylivers, who always 
seemed to have the time and the money 
to have fun: these were my idols. 


I spent every cent my father gave me 
trying to emulate them. It wasn’t easy. 
They took my money away from me in 
poker games and they let me buy them 
drinks. But when I was broke they 
laughed at me and told me to go home. 
They couldn’t afford to keep me, they 
said, because the price of baby food was 
too high. I swallowed my pride and 
took their insults because, more than 
anything else, I wanted to become one of 
them—to be in the know! 

In spite of my obsession, I loved my 
father. I believe that if I had known 
about his weak heart I would have given 
up my quest and tried tv become some 
of the things he wanted me to be. But 
his illness was known only to his doctor. 
It was kept from me at his insistence. 

Only after he suffered a severe attack 
and the doctor held little hope, was I 
told. Then it was too late. He remained 
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in a coma three days and then he died. 


eZ I was all alone. There was not a person 
: iti. ll in the world I could call my friend. 

In the days following the funeral | 

tried visiting some of Dad’s old friends, 

As gently as I could, I slipped hoping that I might find some comfort 

3 and advice. However, they received me 








(Carole’s coat over her shoulders, cooly and with distrust. It was evident 
that they blamed my escapades for has- 

ivan lifte Per in my arms. She was tening my father’s death. The only other 
¢ es place I knew to go was down on the Ave- 





nue. 
I wandered into a bar and ordered a 
drink. This was the last place I expected 


™* 
to find sympathy, but my father’s death 
P was known even among these people and 

] 


light as a feather 





some of them offered condolences; and 
I bought them drinks. Before long I had 
bought a lot of drinks and a fair-sized 
7 = y crowd was listening to my troubles. Then 
$3 a suave, immaculate man began elbow- 
ing his way toward me. He was slightly 
built, but people moved quickly to give 
him room. 

He was Sheik Bailey, the biggest of 
the bigwheels on the Avenue. All the 
happenings had to come by him. He 
could make you or break you with a 
shrug of his padded shoulders. In the 
past he had never paid the slightest at- 
tention to me. But now he got a friendly 





« 


grip on my arm. 

“Come away from these bums. It’s 
about time somebody bought you a 
drink,” he said. 

| was prickly with pride at the thought 
of having a private drink with the Sheik. 
We moved to a table in a quiet corner 
and he made me tell the tale of my woes 
for him alone. He sipped his drink and 
studied the manicured nails of one of 
his outsized hands as | talked. 

When I had finished, he looked at me 
and said, “You had your share of trouble, 
that’s for sure. What you need is some- 
thing to take your mind off ’em before 
you flip. You got a girl?” 

“No,” I admitted. 

He broke into a wide grin. “You must 
be kidding. I bet dozens of fine broads 


is just waiting for you to give ’em the 


eye. 

There were several girls sitting at the 
bar across the room from us toying 
with their drinks. I knew them all. Each 
had given me the cold shoulder at one 
time or another. Sheik Bailey crooked 
a finger at one of them and she came 
over immediately. She was tall and 
shapely, with high-arched eyebrows and 
breasts to match. 
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The Sheik grabbed her hand and 

led her around to face me. 

“Sheila, I wantcha to meet someone,” 
he began. 

The girl cut him off with a snicker 
and rolled her eyes carelessly at me. 

“] know Billy Youngblood;” she said. 

She looked back at Sheik to see what 
the joke was going to be, but he was 
staring at her icily. 

“That’s right, Billy Youngblood,” he 
snapped. “You better damn well learn 
to say that with respect because he’s a 
friend of mine, a good friend. I been 
telling him how much you like him. Sit 
down here and cheer him up. He’s got 
the blues.” 

He stood up and pushed the girl down 
in his chair. Almost before her bottom 
touched the chair, she was smiling at me 
like I was her dream come true. | 
grinned back awkwardly, not knowing 
what else to do. Things were happen- 
ing so fast, things I’d been trying to 
make happen for so long. 

I felt Sheik’s hand on my shoulder. 

“Relax, Billy Youngblood and enjoy 
yourself. You're at my table. Anything 
you want, just ask for it. I got a run to 
make. If you ain’t here when I get back, 
I'll know Sheila took you up to her place 
to hear some music, or something.” 

He winked. I was so excited I could 
hardly sit still. 

“Thanks, Sheik, you’re a real friend,” 
I said. 

Sheik Bailey looked at his fingernails. 
“Forget it, Billy Youngblood. I like you 
and I’m gonner see that you have some 
fun.” And he turned his back and left. 

From that day on I followed Sheik 
Bailey around like a devoted puppy. | 
listened to every word he said and tried 
to make my conversation like his. I 
bought some new suits that were flashier 
and had padded shoulders, and I had my 
hair ‘processed,’ all aping him. This 
seemed to please him and he took me 
into his confidence more and more. He 
even took me on some of his ‘runs’ to 
pick up money from his various sources. 

For all my innocence, I wasn’t a com- 
plete baby. I knew that Sheik was be- 
hind most of the gambling up and down 
the Avenue, from the numbers to roam- 
ing dice games. I knew that the girls 
who worked the bars and restaurants 
bought permission from him. He thought 
of himself as a promoter who saw that, 
“everybody made a lil’ change and no- 
body got hurt.” 


He also pointed out the difference be- 
tween crime and promoting. 

“Crime is robbing and hurting people. 
Promoting is giving people, on the sly, 
what they want, but are too chicken to 
admit in public,” he said. 

He said these things to me and I 
accepted them as gospel without a second 
thought. The Good Life, to me, was the 
way he lived; by his wits, with others 
doing the work. And with plenty of fine 
chicks and sporting cats around to ad- 
mire him. He was my master and con- 
fident. He could do no wrong. 

Six weeks after the death of my father 
his will was duly probated and I received 
my inheritance. It amounted to about 
$60,000 in cash and property, after 
taxes. The first person I told about this 
was, naturally, Sheik Bailey. 

He studied his fingernails momentar- 
ily, then took a small gold file from his 
pocket and began to smooth them. 

“How does it feel to be the wealthy 
man-about-town, Billy Youngblood?” 

The question embarrassed me. “I 
don’t know—I hadn’t thought about it.” 

“Now is a good chance to find out,” 
the Sheik said. He leaned back in his 
chair and his smooth voice carried 
throughout the bar in which we were 
Free 
drinks all around. But don’t gobble ’em 
down because we gonner drink a toast.” 


seated. 


“All right, everybody. 


There was much rustling and murmur- 
ing as the crowd rushed to get the free 
drinks. Through it all Sheik worked on 
his nails calmly. There was a tiny smile 
on his lips. I noticed for the first time 
that he merely appeared to study his 
nails. Actually his gaze went a trifle 
above them and out across the room. By 
moving his hand from position to posi- 
tion, he could survey the entire room 
without being detected. 

The drinks were quickly poured and 
the crowd was waiting anxiously to down 
them. 

“We're ready, Sheik ol’ buddy,” some- 
one said. “Who we gonner drink to?” 

Sheik’s smile spread lazily. He stood 
up. “The fellow you gonner drink to is 
sitting here, Billy Youngblood. He just 
collected his inheritance.” He lifted his 
glass in salute to me. “It ain’t none of 
you bums’ business how much he got, 
but I want you to drink to the richest 
man in town.” 

Seconds later I was swamped by well- 
wishers shaking my hands and slapping 
me on the back. All of a sudden I had 


more friends than I’d ever had in my 
life. Girls were kissing me, the guys 
were calling me, “Ol Buddy.” I felt like 
a king. 

Sheik Bailey had slipped off to the 
bar. I saw him give the bartender a bill 
and turn to watch the crowd around me. 
I caught his eye and he winked. The 
Sheik had seen to it that I found out 
what it meant to be wealthy along the. 
Avenue. 

If there was any doubt in my mind 
that Sheik Bailey had my best interests 
at heart, this and similar incidents dis- 
pelled them completely. 

One day we were sitting in Sheik’s 
car parked in front of a cigar store. We 
were waiting for a guy to come along 
that was bringing Sheik some money. 

“Billy Youngblood,” Sheik began cas- 
ually, “What are you gonner do with 
your inheritance?” 

I hadn’t the least idea, but I didn’t 
want to appear stupid, so I said, “I’ve 
been thinking over some investments. I 
feel a man ought to let his money work 
for him.” 

Sheik nodded approval. “Got any- 
thing good in mind?” 

“No not exactly,” I hedged. “TI 
thought maybe I would ask you about 
it.” 

He nodded once again. “You ever 
think about opening up a night club? I 
don’t mean another one of them two-bit 
clip joints, but a real first class room?” 

I hadn’t thought of it, but now that 
he’d mentioned it I found the idea ap- 
pealing. Having my own club, a classy 
spot where all the sports would congre- 
gate, would mean a lot to my prestige. I 
looked at Sheik excitedly. 

“Do you think I could do it?” I asked. 

“You got the bankroll. All you need 
is the right location and somebody with 
the know how to run the place,” he said. 
“You really interested?” 

“Yes, you bet.” 

He studied his fingernails. “I own a 
building. Used to be a union hall, then 
a jackleg preacher had it, then I won it 
in a poker game. It'll hold three hun- 
dred people easy. I got a friend, used 
to own the biggest club in St. Louis be- 
fore he hadda leave town about a wom- 
an. He got the knowhow and he’ll work 
for me.” 

I was really eager now. The idea of 
being owner of a night club, a real big 
shot, got to me. “Let’s do it, Sheik. We 
could opena (Continued on Page 66) 
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dna SEE US in the jazzier spots. 
Sometimes we're in the act. More 
often, we’re sitting at the best tables with 
men of money. Not always are the men 
handsome, but always they are loaded 
with spending change. You see us un- 
draped in the girlie-girlie magazines. 
You find us hiding behind dark glasses, 
lolling on the beaches at Miami and 
Santa Monica. We’re always on the hunt, 
for men. You read about us in the gossip 
columns, and the news isn’t always good, 
for we can be the cold, calculating wreck- 
ers of homes. We are not a prejudiced 
lot: many of us sleep in secret pads kept 
for us by white men. 

We always make a pretty picture. We 
have to. In our vocation, attractiveness 
is far more important than culture, al- 
though those of us who have both beauty 
and brains make the best deals. Every 
one of us is more appealing than the 
average woman. All of us are young, 
or superbly preserved. Our clothes carry 
fancy price-tags. We like them flashy— 
the low-cut gown that reveals much flesh, 
the tight fit around the waist and hips— 
the better to show off our figures, you 
know. Diamonds are a woman’s second 
best friend. An exciting figure is No. 1. 

We collect money for services ren- 
dered, and the services vary. We never 
seem sure of what happened to the 
money, but we remember we had it. We 
also collect convertibles and jewelry and, 
when we land a really big fish, homes 
and apartment buildings. Few of us are 
eligible for that magic stroll through 
the Pearly Gates, but the smart ones 
among us prefer to operate within the 
law. We like respect in public. We like 
to believe that we are regulars. We hate 
hypocrisy, especially in guys who want 
to be acquainted nights and strangers 
days. But we don’t always get what we 
like. Some of us drown our heartaches 
in drink. 

To the average housewife, “stuck” at 
home with the dishes and the scrubbing 
and the runny-nosed kids, it often seems 
that we have everything—money, clothes, 
the handsomest fellas, leisure time. We 
are, for them, the cause of envy, dis- 
couragement, perhaps even hate; I know, 
for I have average-housewife friends. 
Some of them have told me, “Lillie, you 
sure are a lucky girl. I just wish I had 
had your break. But, then, you always 
were the prettiest girl at school—” 

I smile and say, “Thanks.” I try to 
be gay. I tell interesting little stories, 


the gossip items. My average-housewife 
friends’ eyes widen in disbelief, but they 
savor every little morsel of gossip I re- 
veal. Oh, when I’m in the mood. I can 
lay it on thick. 

But, many nights, when I’m alone in 
my west side Los Angeles apartment, 
when the bed is empty beside me and the 
chill winds of reality are sweeping over 
me, I wonder just how lucky am I. I 


wonder where I’m going in life, what 


I'm going to do. For the goal I once 
cherished has faded in the distance of 
time and bad habits. I’ve lived the fast 
life of so-called glamour—and I’ve been 
the child of disillusionment. Reality slaps 
me in the face like a wet rag. 

I’m not old, only 24. But already I’m 
wondering what will happen to me when 
I grow older and my eyelids begin to 
puff, when my arms lose their round 
firmness, when my face fills out and the 
fat moves down into a double chin. Will 
I have love then? Will there be someone 
I love who loves me? Or will I be just 
another discard, a girl who once had it 
and spent it too fast, an old maid fritter- 
ing away my time haunting cocktail par- 
ties, getting half high, making overly- 
obvious passes at men, trying to get 
some man, any man, to go home with 
me and help me warm the bed? 

I know that some glamour girls will 
disagree with me. They are happy in the 
life they lead, or they pretend to be. 
Like me, they have been content to exist 
solely for the todays, forgetting the to- 
morrows, and now they are afraid to 
face up to hard fact: it is later than they 
think. 

I am in no position to pity them, for I 
ride the same boat with them. But I do 
feel sorry for them. I write this story 
in the hope that, by revealing my inner- 
most secrets, I can prove to them how 
futile our persistent quest for joy is, how 
it can never be all that life was meant 
to be. I also hope that somewhere a 
pretty, young girl, hell-bent for fury, will 
listen. And, if she has a nice, decent 
boy who loves her—hang onto him. I 
never had a boy-friend like that! 

I belong to the club of lonely and hun- 
gry hearts. I have learned, the hard way, 
that ours is only a thin veneer of fanci- 
ness and that Time robs us of it, as Time 
inevitably claims the youth, exuberance 
and skill of champion athletes . . . 

(Continued on Page 56 ) 


33 














Pread faeeelent words of hate that the 
letter contained. «a / nef / hy 
neu lite 1 PA ied Swept over me 


I am white. My husband is a Negro. Some- 
one who resented our marriage was try- 


ing to ruin our home with— 


T HE DAY WAS TOO PRETTY FOR HOUSEWORK. The sun was shining bright- 

ly and the thermometer read 80 degrees. A small breeze was blowing, the air was 
free of smog and Los Angeles was having one of its best days as the city of angels 
in God’s country. 

Tom had helpfully washed the breakfast dishes before he left for his job at the 
aircraft plant, the bedroom needed just a little tidying up, my washing and other 
housework was all caught up and I was looking forward to a leisurely day of relaxa- 
tion at darning sox while I watched my favorite TV programs and wished all of the 
time that it was Tom’s day off and he could be home with me. Oh, how I loved my 
husband, Tom Johnson! 

He was so much fun. So light-hearted and so gay, so devoted to me and so much 
in love with me. No woman ever had a more wonderful man, I thought to myself. 

This was the kind of day it was when the first letter came—a day far too beautiful 
and too filled with happiness for anything so evil to come into our small South Los 
Angeles home. 

I had just flipped on the television and laughed at one of the singing commercials 
with the animated caricatures, only to realize that it was at least an hour too early 
for the soap opera I was always so amused to watch and which I knew I would 
have to discuss with my next door neighbor, Sarah, later in the day. To while away 
the time, I turned the set off again and picked up a magazine. 

“Beth,” I said to myself as I eased down on the sofa, “you’re a lazy girl. Your 
man is on the job, working for you, and you’re lolling around here like one of those 
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Only Tom’s love sustained 
me during those terrible 
months when I knew that our 
child would be born into a 
world of hate, cursed by un- 


seen faces. 


fancy-free housewives who have maids 
and cooks. You must plan a wonderful 
dinner for this evening, so see what you 
can find in this magazine recipe sec- 
tion.” 

! leaned back comfortably, squirmed 
snugly against the soft upholstery, closed 
my eyes to savour the pleasure of it all 
and was a truly happy, contented woman. 

The front doorbell rang sharply, 
breaking into the happy, unhurried tem- 
po of my thoughts. 

| guessed that it was the mail man, the 
pleasant one with the soft-drink name, 
Ben Birley. Ben was always good for an 
interesting conversation, spiked with wit- 
ty sayings and a down-to-earth philoso- 
phy about the news of the day. He was 
one of the few Negroes who had wel- 
comed me to the community and I liked 
him a lot. 

But this morning, Ben was loaded 
down with mail. The monthly magazines 
had arrived. He didn’t have much time 
for small talk. As I opened the front 
door and greeted him, Ben mopped his 
brow with a damp handkerchief and 
said: 

“It’s too nice a day for work, isn’t it, 
Mrs. Johnson?” 

“You read my mind, Ben,” I said. “I 
haven’t even tidied up my bedroom this 
morning and that’s all in the world I 
have to do before starting dinner.” 

“You're lucky,” Ben said. “I need a 
truck for all this stuff I’ve got to deliver 
today.” 

“Take a break,” I said. “Come in and 
Ill fix you some coffee.” 

“No. Not today, thank you. I’ve got 
to move on. But Ill take a raincheck 
on it.” 

“Anytime. Anytime at all.” 

Ben handed me four letters and our 
Ebony magazine. Then he was gone. I 
felt sort of sorry for him. I wondered 
how a man could stand walking the same 
beat every day, lugging all that mail for 
people, rain or shine. 

After closing the door, I thumbed 
through the letters. Three contained 
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bills. The other was addressed to me in 
a strange handwriting. I wondered who 
it was from. 

I tore the envelope open, unfolded 
the letter, and read: 

“WHY DON’T YOU GET OUT OF 
OUR NEIGHBORHOOD? WHY DON’T 
YOU WHITE WOMEN LEAVE OUR 
MEN ALONE? WE DON’T LIKE YOU 
HERE. GO LIVE IN GLENDALE, 
SOMEWHERE.” 

I was completely shocked by the un- 
signed letter. Who, | wondered, could 
be writing such a letter to me? I knew 
that some people in the community 
frowned on our interracial marriage— 
the discovery that Negroes can be preju- 
diced, too, had come as a shock to me. 
But, until now, no one had tried to both- 
er me. I had just been ignored, gone 
uninvited to community club meetings, 
been the object of hard stares at church. 

But this was getting serious. It wor- 
ried me. The magazine forgotten, | sat 
down and stared at the words again. | 
wondered what I could, or should do. I 
solved the immediate problem by crying. 
I thought Tom would tell me what to do 
next when he came home. 

Somewhere, after relieving the tension 
with tears, I managed to get my little 
housework done and to prepare dinner 
for Tom, who came home as usual at 
six. 

He came into the kitchen where I was 
with his usual bubbly greeting—“How’s 
my honey tonight?” But when he started 
to kiss me, I pushed him away. 

He was puzzled. “What’s 
honey? Did I do something?” 

“No, not you,” I said. “I got a poison- 
pen letter today.” 

“A what kind of letter?” 

I pulled the letter out of a pocket in 
my apron and handed it to him. Frown- 
ing, he read it. Then he looked at me 
wordlessly for a moment. 

“Aw, honey.” He reached for me and 
this time I fell into his arms. 

“Forget it, honey,” he said. “Some 
people are stupid.” 

“But the person who wrote it is a 
Negro, obviously a woman,” I said. “I 
never expected anything like this.” 

“I never expected all that trouble in 
Little Rock,” Tom said seriously. “These 
days, you never can tell where ugly ig- 
norance will raise its head. People don’t 
like what they can’t understand. This 
person, this woman who wrote the letter 
to you, doesn’t understand interracial 


wrong 


marriage, so she resents it. She takes it 
out on you by writing a dirty letter. For. 
get her. She’s unimportant.” 

I liked the way Tom tried to calm my 
fears. He loved me. He had proved that 
to me in so many ways after we had been 
married five months ago. But, I stil] 
wondered: could such a serious thing be 
dismissed so lightly? If the person would 
write a nasty letter, mightn’t she do 
something uglier at some other time? 

“She’s a coward,” Tom said. “If she 
weren’t, she would have signed her 
name.” 

“All those people in Little Rock didn’t 
sign their names,” I said. 

“I know.” Tom said. “But this one 
little cowardly woman can’t hurt us. You 
just listen to me. And how about some 
supper? I’m starved.” 

Tom and I ate wordlessly. I wanted 
to dismiss the whole thing, but it preyed 
on my mind. I think I was becoming 
frightened. How amazing! Just a little 
letter, a few lines long, and it had upset 
me like this. 

After dinner, Tom helped me with the 
dishes and then suggested that we go toa 
drive-in movie. 

“T don’t think I want to,” I said. 

“But you need a change of pace.” 

“IT know,” I said. “But I’ve got a bet- 
ter suggestion.” 

“What is it?” 

“Let’s you and I go in the living room 
and watch television, and you hold me 
tight in your arms.” 

“That,” said Tom, “is a great sugges- 
tion. [ll buy it.” 

Sitting there in the living room, 
cradled against Tom’s strong shoulder, 
I gradually lost my fears. I felt almost 
happy again. Someone has said that it’s 
so nice to have a man around the house. 
It surely was this night. 


OM AND I had first met at the drive- 
in restaurant where I used to work. 
He drove in one night on the way home 
from his job and ordered a shrimp bas- 
ket. He had a couple of his friends with 
him and they ordered the same as he 
did. “We are the shrimp boys,” the last 
one said as he placed his order. “Ever 
heard of us?” I laughed, taking it for a 
joke. But the guy driving, this was Tom, 
shushed him by saying, “Now don’t go 
wasting the lady’s time. She’s got cus- 
tomers to wait on.” 
I took another look at him then. I'd 
never been interested in a Negro man 
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before. I didn’t even know any person- 
ally. But there was something about Tom 
that impressed me. I can’t say it was 
good looks, because while Tom was well- 
built and certainly not a goon about the 
face, he wasn’t just what I called hand- 
some either. I had a crush on slim fel- 
lows then, the Montgomery Clift type. 
Tom was round-faced, broad of shoulder, 
big of arm and hand. He must have 
sensed that I was appraising him as | 
wrote down the orders, for he fixed my 
gaze with a frank, steady one of his own. 
Finally, he broke the lock when he said, 
“Oh, lady, I think I'll take a vanilla malt, 
too. Thick, two extra dips of ice cream.” 

“Better watch your diet, boy,” one of 
the fellows with Tom said. 

“] worked hard today,” he retorted. 
“I can’t loaf like you guys do.” 

I left them then to place the orders. 

When they had finished eating, Tom 
honked his horn and | went to pick up 
their trays. 1 was a bit surprised to see 
that Tom had tipped me fifty cents. The 
other fellows gave me fifteen cents each. 
I felt sort of guilty taking Tom’s money. 
His bill was only $1.35. 

The next night, Tom was back again, 
alone this time. He placed the same 
order, tipped the same. 

Still the following night, he came. 
Same order. Same tip. As he was about 
to drive off in his Ford, I said: “Don’t 
misunderstand me, Mister—” 

“Tom Johnson,” he interrupted. “Just 
call me Tom.” 

“Well, Tom,” I said, lowering my 
voice, for we carhops weren’t supposed 
to become familiar with the customers, 
“I surely appreciate your tip, but don’t 
you think you’re over-doing it a little?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Nothing,” I said, thinking maybe 
that I should let well enough alone. But 
I went on anyhow: “Well, your bill was 
only $1.35. Fifty cents is a big tip for 
an order of that size in a drive-in. I’m 
a working girl and you’re a working 
man. Don’t you think—?” 

“I like to pay for service,” Tom said. 
“You’re a good waitress. That’s all there 
is to it.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “If that’s the way it 
is, then I won’t complain.” 

“Please don’t,” Tom said, and drove 
off. 

Tom became a regular, and despite 
warning looks from one or two white 
customers and a fellow carhop, we be- 
came friendly. Bit by bit, I learned 


Tom’s history. He came from a family 
much like my own. His parents had mi- 
grated to California from Oklahoma dur- 
ing the war, bringing their five kids. 
They had worked in war plants, bought 
themselves a little home on the Eastside. 
Tom was the oldest child. He had wanted 


to go to college, had dreamed of becom- 
ing a commercial artist, but after high 
school, where he was active in sports, 
he decided to take a job instead. He had 
started at the aircraft plint doing or- 
dinary, non-skilled work. But his bosses 
had taken a liking to him, given him 
Now, he said, he 
was a machine operator, doing quite 
well. He had put in extra time studying 
to learn his job. There weren’t, he said, 
too many Negroes doing his kind of 


several promotions. 


job. 
His preoccupation with his race in- 
trigued me. 


One night I asked him, “Do you think 
of yourself as different from other peo- 
ple?” 

The question seemed to stump him for 
a moment. Finally, he said: “Well, no, 
not really. At least, I try not to. But so 
many people seem to think we Negroes 
are different. It sort of—” 



































“I think,” I said, “that you are one of 
the nicest fellows I’ve ever met. That’s 
all that matters to me.” 

Suddenly a light seemed to shine in 
Tom’s eyes and he asked, somewhat du- 
biously, “Is that so?” 

“That’s so,” I said. 

He smiled. “I see,” he said. 

The next night, or maybe it was the 
night after that, I received a call from 
Tom. I was surprised, but the call made 
me feel strangely happy. Our conversa- 
tion was short. 

“Beth,” he said, “forgive me for call- 
ing you on, the job. But I don’t want to 
do anything that might get you in dutch. 
I want to talk to you. Can you call me 
after you’re through work?” He gave 
me his number. 


I promised to call, and did. 


AT WAS THE BEGINNING of our 
romance. It was a strange sort of an 
affair, too. Although it was plainly ob- 
vious that he wanted to be with me, Tom 
was just as obviously uneasy with me 
in public. He was so cautious that his 
apprehension became contagious and | 
started feeling the pressure of being a 
white girl with (Continued on Page 76 ) 
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Lena Horne, one-of world’s most: beautitul 
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At 25, a woman begins to 
wonder if she should quit 
telling her age; at 30, she 
usually does. For these 
women, the thought of 40 is 


virtually a nightmare 





ae i TOOK MY WIFE JUST FOUR YEARS to get from twenty-five to twenty-nine, 

but another ten to reach thirty,” her husband swore. Complained her daughter: 
“I’ve called my mother ‘Mama’ for nineteen years; now she wants me to call her by 
her first name when we’re out in public.” 

This wife and mother belongs to that legion of women who think “forty” is a dirty 
word or a malignant disease. They have allowed movies, billboards, newspapers and 
TV commercials, all extolling the virtues of youth, to distort their consciousness of 
age all out of proportion. And while immature men may crane their necks, ogling 
underdressed, overbearing women under twenty, wiser women realize that mature 
men, seeking more than a youthful figure and a candy-box face, don’t really consider 
the fairer sex interesting until they have reached thirty-five. 

New York beauty culturist Rose Morgan Louis believes “the woman forty or over 
should be at the peak of her attractiveness. Bulwarked with poise and knowledge, 
she should literally ‘walk in beauty’. Detroit beauty expert Carmen Murphy agrees. 
Said she: “I don’t think women of today should be afraid of approaching forty. A 
woman that grows into maturity gracefully has charm, poise, experience in dealing 
with people, knows how to select clothes to enhance her natural beauty. She knows 
that cosmetics work miracles when properly selected and applied. And best of all, 
she knows how to hold the heart and the eye of the opposite sex.” 

Commenting again, Mrs. Louis admonished: “The woman of forty need never 
apologize for her age if she has taken care of her youthful beauty with proper diet, 
exercise and rest. Her cosmetics should be blended to her personality, her hair 
stylings should highlight her most attractive features.” 

Attractive Houston, Texas, publisher and poetess Vivian Ayers is one of the first 
to admit that women should be well groomed, but has little tolerance for those 
misguided women who don’t realize that “beauty comes from within, or there is 
none. Beauty,” she says, “is warmth—poise; it is freedom plus a little perfume 
and restraint—awareness of the moment, of the man. The woman must continually 
recreate within herself such a balance of these things as is beauty; without it she 
is neither rich, nor young, nor lovely.” 

Many women say they would never stoop to lying about their age if the men of 
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ica didn’t put such a premium on 
This emphasis, they feel, places 
n competition with young girls in 
es of a sweetheart, husband or em- 
Said one woman of four dec- 
“Don’t you know that many em- 
s won’t hire secretaries my age?” 
hough she has a good job, no one 
eny we are probably the most age- 
us country in the world and the 
s and advertising agencies may well 
et the pace. 
so, Chicago’s Marva Louis 
ling still insists “forty is a won- 
| age. It is a time for realizing the 
ons of your earlier years. Then 
yur children are approaching 
woman and manhood and your 
ences and understanding are a 
elp in seeing them through.” 
1aps the most startling answer to 


aaarees 


Viarva Louts Spaulding, one of nation’s best-kr 


raising her three children, 


forty 


the question—should women fear forty? 
—came from concert stage and radio 
personality Etta Moten. Said she: 
“Women should welcome forty. From 
then on, she is free of the labors of 
child-bearing and the other demands of 
the earlier years. It is the period in 
which a woman can do the constructive 
things she was too busy to do before. 
Personally, I considered it the age of 
freedom. When I was five, I feared going 
to school, I was afraid of the unknown of 
high school. And I found myself scared 
of entering womanhood, never knowing 
if I could measure up. But by forty | 
had gained poise and confidence, I was 
a full grown woman and my fears left 
me. However, I think the fifties are the 
best years. You see if a woman has pre- 
pared herself, mentally, physically and 
spiritually, the forties will be wonderful. 


“a u onder ful age... 


j; 


{Ivita, Jacquelin 
] 


. a time for real 


If she has maintained the love and loved 
her husband and family properly, she 
will never be alone. She will just grow 
lovelier. But young witches grow up to 
be old witches.” 

Curvaceous liturgical dance instructor 
Eunice Cain of Minneapolis, Minn., is 
another woman of prominence, who feels 
women should “definitely not fear for- 
ty.” At thirty-eight, the celebrated cho- 
reographer credits dancing with helping 
her face the future with anticipation of 
still greater rewards. Shapely and firm- 
bodied, Mrs. Cain said: “Perhaps I’m 
just a little bit partial to dance, but I do 
say just an hour a week of dance can 
do wonders as a body conditioner, keep- 
ing legs and arm muscles firm. Women 
of forty don’t have to become soft and 
flabby; and dance as a creative activity 
(Continued on Page 61) 
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saree FOOD IDEAS 


ow a FLAPPY NEW YEAR to al 


the housewives and home- 
makers of TAN. It is our sin- 
cere wish to bring you the finest 
ideas possible for your home 
and family during the ensuing 
year. Your own ideas and sug- 
gestions will be greatly appre- 
ciated. This month the Home 
Service Department offers you 
new and unusual food ideas for 
your New Year’s dinner, wheth- 
er for company or just a family 
get-together. You can’t help but 
enjoy the clever new ways of 
preparing the old dishes which 
will help to make your New 
Year’s menu planning lots of 
fun and a real adventure into 
the realm of cooking. 

We hope our suggestions will 
help to perk the appetite of the 
most fastidious, and that your 
food dishes will be the conver- 
sation piece of 1958. 
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Piet. 


Cranberry Ice 
Holiday Baked Ham 
Noodle Cups Supreme 
French String Beans 
Sweet Potato & Applesauce Souffle 
Assorted Pickle Relishes 
Rolls—Butter 
Eggnog Custard in Chocolate 
Cups 


) 
| 
i 
i 
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1 noodle cups, mushroom sauce. Spiced peaches, vegetables, dill chips. 























Fresh Pumpkin Soup 
Roast Goose—with 
Apple & Raisins 
Baked Acorn Squash 


Asparagus with Hollandaise Sauce 
New Year’s Salad 
Rolls—Butter 
Orange Meringues 
Coffee 


(For recipes see Page 82) 


oe suet 
Asparagus with Hollandaise sauce. Acorn squash, marshmallows, spices. 
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|... Zxpeating 
Lor Lhe 


YEAR? 


Left, Glen plaid separates of Sanforlan 
(wool and nylon), washable. Skirt has stretch 
adjustment. Each piece, $7.95. Jersey blouse, 
$4.98. Right: Two piece Harem dress made 
of multicolored silk pongee, comes in sizes 
from 10 to 14, and is priced at $45. 


F YOU ARE EXPECTING a permanent visitor in your home for 1958, 
you will of course want to look extra pretty and special during the 

holiday festivities. To accomplish this, special attention should be paid 
your maternity wardrobe, including accessories. 

The first rule for dressing at this time is simplicity; next, to choose 
lothes that are comfortable and stylish and will give you the well- 
groomed look. Of course, a bit of style as well as feminine vanity must 
be sacrificed, but in the long run it is worth it. Don’t stay at home, enjoy 
ill activities the same as you always have. 

Anticipation Designers have done a splendid job in creating ward- 
robes that are ready to go any place any time and they have flattering 
uspects for the figure. So during your days of waiting, from leisure time 

the day New Years formals, there are outfits that will appease your 
vanity and add special beauty to you when wearing them. 

Materials and designs have been combined for the best effect and 
the clothes are fun to wear, plus being practical and pretty. As shown 

| these pages, TAN’s selection for expectant mothers is from the world- 
famous Lane Bryant Maternity Shops. 





Permanently pleated, nylon one-piece dress 
has tiny yoke trimmed with velvet, long velvet 
streamers. Dress comes in red and black. 


Price $49.95. 





Left, Glen Plaid separates for leisure and shopping. Tight legged pants have 

side slit and waist stretch adjustment. Worn with matching Jerkin. Price, $7.95 

each. Right: a Sybil Connley Outfit made of acetate satin with imported crochet 
lace bolero. Price $95. 
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Designed by Rodriques of Spain a formal outfit of acetate faille 
moire with satin trimming. Price $69.95. Right: a three-piece 
knit jersey with striped short jacket that has unusual detail. 

Price $29.95. 45 








Jeweled shooting stars are Small jeweled crown adds 
ttached to shell comb, giving queenly touch to simple hair 
spray effect. Price, $12. style for formal wear. $10. 


WEAR A CROWN 


lor 
ew Year's Beauty 


' 
{ 


URING THE LAST YEAR, 
there has been a trend to- 
wards hair ornaments of all kinds 
r formal occasions, and since the 
it of England’s Queen, there 
ns to be much more interest in 
vels that crown and adorn the 
ad. 
These bits of beauty are worn 
simple hairdos and a mini- 
n amount of jewelry to set them 
Long dangling earrings and 
vy necklaces will detract from 
beauty of the headpiece. 
[here are many lovely styles to 
all faces and coiffures such as 
ple jeweled hairpins that can 
ised in an effective side ar- 
yement, delicate jeweled spiral 
wns on velvet bands, soft feather 


Crowning touch for an 
elegant formal party 
is a tiara with rhine- 
stone and pearl spiral 


bird arrangements, flowers and . 
sprays. Price, $8. 


els combined, all created to add 
uch of glamour. 

f you are planning a crown for 

New Year’s outfit, why not 

a tip from TAN’s fashion edi- 

as to the type you should wear. 

wn here are crowns and hair 

ments by A. Sutain of New 

that will add sparkle to the 

e days and your new gown. 
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Pale blue egret feathers are 
designed with sapphires on 
lucite band. Price, $16. 


2s 
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Elegant white swan headpiece 
has rhinestone-tipped wings, 


made on comb. About $8. 









































ROYAL JELLY, the Queen Bee’s Special Food...1T$ SECRET OF PROLONGED LIFE! 





. Meacte Culleia: 


for the ills 










Leading National Magazines, Newspapers, Syndi 
eated Columnists, Medical Journals, and Repert 
from Medical Congress indicate the benefits of 
ROYAL JELLY, a “‘living’’ high energy food. 


Doctors Report “Miracle” Royal Jelly 
Change Your Whole Life! 
How would you like to awaken one morning and find 
yourself with a marvelous sense of “‘well- 
being.” full of New Pep and Vitality? Wouldn't it br 
wonderful if you could feel increased vigor and enjoy « 
“new lease on life?” Now... Scientists say this ma) 
happen to you! 
Royal Jelly May Mean ‘‘New Life’ After 40 


Reports from Europe tell of an 80 year old Gentleman 
whose physical condition would make a 50 year old en- 
vious. ‘the man regularly partakes of Koyal Jeily. 
According to a book published in England, when Rus- 
sian Officials sent questionnaires to all the Centenarians 
(people over 100 years old) in the Soviet Union, more 
than half of them turned out to be beekeepeis. 

From France and Germany come amazing Scientific 
Reports of outstanding results obtained with Royal 
Jelly. One French Authority writes of women over 40 
feeling increased sexual vitality and of a wonderful 
feeling of “youth and well-being” that resulted from 
continued use of Royal Jelly. 

At this t, in Leadi Universities, Scientists 
and Nutritionists and Medical Doctors are doing exten- 
sive work to determine the exact role that Royal Jelly 
may play in Your Sex Life, Your Health and Your 
Emotional Condition. These researchers are especially 
| in its effects on those who have passed middle 
They are working on Royal Jelly because this rare 
NATURAL FUOUD has been indicated to contain re- 
markable Energy and Sex Factors. 

Doctor Paul Niehans, famous Swiss Surgeon and ex- 
perimenter with Hormones says: “ROYAL JELLY is 
an activator of the glands”... Dr. Niehans discovered 

t many minor disabilities which bother millions of 
people such as tiredness, irritability, headaches, in- 
somnia, physical and spiritual convulsions, were easy 
to treat with the Cellular Therapeutics of the Secretion 
of the bees which we call Royal Jelly. 


Jenasol RJ Formula 60 contains pure, natural 
Wheat Germ Oil (Vitamin E) 


Swallow one CONCENTRATED JENASOL RJ FOR- 
MULA 60 capsule daily. They combine 8 important and 
essential vitamins and minerals as well as the miracle 
food of the Queen Bee. This capsule dissolves instantly, 
releasing the super forces of Royal Jelly which go to 
work immediately and reenforce and healthfully 
strengthens your own natural functions which may 
have become deficient. 

Effects can be felt more quickly with the double 
potency SUPER-STRENGTH FURMULA—but satis- 
factory results are MONEY BACK GUARANTEED 
with either formula. (The price of RUYAL JELLY 

been recently quoted at $500.00 per ounce.) 













































ROYAL JELLY Wins Approval Before 
Congress* of 5,000 Doctors 

The men of Medical Science who have ex- 
perimented with Royal Jelly, claim that Royal 
Jelly will perform the function of INCREAS- 
ING MEN & WOMEN’S WANING POWERS. 

Jenasol R. J. Formula 60, in the opinion of 
these reputable physicians removes any pos- 
sible danger for the layman in the use of these 
powerful, concentrated nutritional extracts. 
This is the latest and possibly the greatest 
advance in the history of Medical Science. 
This combination, crea under the strict 
supervision of a Registered, Licensed Pharma- 
cist, and Medical Doctor, named “Jenasol R. J. 
Formula 60,” makes the use of these amazing 
elements perfectly safe. 

Every man and woman who feels ‘“‘old” and 
“played out”’ before their time should seriously 
consider the use of “Jenasol R. J. Formula 
60” to increase their pep and energy. 


Royal Jelly Reported to Help Those 
Suffering From: 

Mental Depression .. . Loss of Appetite... 
Sexual Weakness . . . Digestive Disturbances 
Headaches . . . Decreased Vigor . . . Nervous- 
Irritability. 





ness ... Aches and Pains... 


MEDICAL RESEARCH 


We have listed below some of the extensive 
Medical and Laboratory research that has been 
lone with Royal Jelly: 

Many authorities still dispute the efficacy of 

Royal Jelly while others consider it a potential 
Boon to Mankind. 
@ *Dr. de Pomiade, 2nd International Congress 
Hy ne, Baden-Baden, Germany ; April 
® Dr. Maurice hag ay Pasteur Institute of 
Tunisia, Octobe 52. 

® Cowdry’s Prablen of Aging, Thomas §S. 

or, Sieg wy: from Journal of Geron- 

8, No. 3, July, 1953.) 

° jutoun of Royal Jelly and Pollen, Nevin 
Weaver and Kenneth A. Kuiken (Technical 
Contribution, No. 1485 Texas Agricultural 
Experiment Station.) 

® Longevity Factors in Royal Jelly, Thomas 
S. Gardner. (Reprinted from Journal of Ger- 
ontology, Vol.-3, No. 1, January, 1948.) 

We make no claims for ROYAL JELLY. We 
have merely accumulated reports that have 
been made as a result of experimentation an 
research by Doctors, Scientists, and Nutrition- 
ists in many parts of the world. 








The Besl Laboratories of Europe gave the 
Doctors of the 2nd International Cong ess o: 
Biogenetics a great surprise when they con- 
fessed that their famous Medical Cream for 
the skin was prepared with Royal Jelly. The 
Doctors all knew that with this cream sag- 
ging breasts were raised and mamary glands 
of women were activated. 


CAN VITALITY AND SEX DRIVE 
BE INCREASED WITH ROYAL JELLY? 
Se + ., Let this ‘‘Miracle of 
a ” Nature’ which Medi- 


cae 


—— cal Doctors have ac- 
Sani, d begin ahi, ; 
fer you today! Start 
feeling goed again! 


LEADING MEDICAL AUTHORITIES IN 
ENGLAND, FRANCE AND GERMANY: At- 
test that ROYAL JELLY is one of the richest 
Natural sources in the treatment of vitamin 
and nutritional deficiencies...that hogs and 
guinea pigs fed with Royal Jelly live 20 to 30% 
longer... chickens fed with Royal Jelly double 
their egg output. 

















Now You May Benefit from ROYAL JELLY. 





the ‘‘ELIXIR of YOUTH” of the Queen Bee 


Two years ago, the world-famous French Nutrition Expert, 
Sirneed Desouches wrote a book praising Royal Jelly as a 
Life Prolonger and Extraordinary Stimulator of Sexual Virility 
of the Queen Bee. At present, Doctors and Scientists from many 
that Royal Jelly has proved to be 
a potent factor in matters relating to sexual virility and size and 


countries in the wor'd, say 


growth of animals. 
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Here Are Some of the Symptoms of Approaching Old Age 
which Make Men and Women over 40 fee! devitalized 


and “played out’ before their time: 


© “Human Dynamos” slow down amazingly @ Dizziness @ Weak 
feeling @ Vague aches and pains @ Listless, ‘“‘don’t care atti- 
tude” @ Lacks recuperating power @ Fatigues easily @ Fails to 
get rest from sleep @ Sexual weakness @ Loss of mental effi- 


ciency and ability @ Unable to make simple decisions. 





French University Scientists to Make Thorough Analysis 


on ROYAL JELLY 


Paris—One of the leading Universities in France has decided 


to make analysis into the benefits of Royal Jelly. 





Observations by Doctors of the Medical 
Who Took Royal Jelly 
and Observed its Use Directly 


@ Royal Jelly gives new energy 
those in a weakened state, and 
greater vigor, more physical 
strength and spiritual strength 
to the healthy. 
’ @ Royal Jelly alleviates suffering 
of men and women in their criti- 
cal years in a sensational manner. 
@ Royal Jelly acts on weakened, 
tired eyes, giving instantly a sen- 
sation of new light. 
@ Feeling of tiredness disappears 
immediately. 
@ Royal Jelly gives a feeling of increased sex- 
ual drive and energy, especially to men and 
women over 40. 
@ Glandular ~ ye may lead to new hope for 
men and women 
@ Royal Jelly d a pleasing state of re- 
laxed well-being and eases tension. 


Dr. Frederick 
“The most complete —— Report on 
Royal Jelly was prepared under the direction 
of Dr. Frederick Banting. 
“TEXAS A & M COLLEGE has been con- 
ducting experiments on Reyal Jelly ...’’ 
“PROFESSOR G. F. TOWNSEND of ON- 
TARIO AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE is re- 
suming research on Reyal Jelly. 
“DR. T. H. McGAVACK has agreed to con- 
duct experiments in Longevity with human 
beings fed Royal Jelly... 











Life May Begin Again After 40 as 
Queen Bee’s Natural Food Rebuilds 


Man’s Vitality and Drive 


Royal Jelly is totally unlike honey, and has 
baffled sdeoten since the 1700's. In 1894, some 
of the mystery was dispelled when Leonard 
Bordas, a French scientist, discovered that 
Royal Jelly is secreted by special glands lo- 
cated in the heads bad worker bees whose job is 
to nurse the 

Intrigued by the. strange longevity and ex- 
traordinary sexual powers of the Queen Bee, 
leading scientists have been trying to discover 
the Secret Factor in Royal Jelly that so bene- 
fits Queen 
It is not surprising that Royal Jelly has 
attracted Medical Attention throughout the 
world... Here is the substance, the sole diet 
of the Queen Bee in which lies the secret of 
the difference between her and the rest of the 
hive. For the Queen lives to 6 years, whereas 
the 20 to 40 thousand worker bees and the few 
hundred drones live but a few short months. 
The Queen Bee larva looks like all the rest, 
including those of the female worker bees. 
But only SHE is fertile, producing some 
400,000 eggs annually. 

Her food is ROYAL JELLY, secreted from 
the glands of the worker bees. The ingredients 
are nectar and —_ plus honey, combined 
in a mysterious way by Nature to make up 
the “miracle food” ROYAL JELLY... 

4 
Order ROYAL JELLY 


with Complete Confidence 
No Doctor’s Prescription is Necessary 

If, for any reason, ROYAL JELLY fails 
to satisfy you, your money will be refunded 
in full. Try it at our expense!...JENA- 
SOL CO., World's Largest Distributors of 
Royal Jelly Capsules, 31 West 47th St., 
Dept. 000, New York 36, N. Y. 



























Men and Women Agents Wanted. 
Write for Free Literature. 





DOCTORS: Write on your letterhead for Clinical Samples 


a na es a a eee 


JENASOL CO. 22 E. 17th St., Dept.TC-1, New York 3, N.Y. 


Please send me the complete JENASOL R. J. FORMULA Plan as marked below: 
GED Be scees+sud snes , cash, check or Money Order. The very first capsules must 
help me to feel better or my money will be refunded promptly and without question. 
(I save up to $2.00 by sending payment with order. JENASOL Co. ships postage 


(0 Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 30 Day JENASOL PLAN: § 5.00 
(C0 Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 30 Day JENASOL PLAN: § 7.50 
(0 Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 60 Day JENASOL PLAN: § 9.00 
(0 Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 60 Day JENASOL PLAN: $12.50 
(0 Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 120 Day JENASOL PLAN: $20.00 


re DD scccvces éteceteenewes 6 


(C0 I enclose $1.00 deposit, please ship C.O.D. 
ALL ORDERS RUSHED TO YOU IN PLAIN WRAPPER 




















note for the New Year 


‘Auld Lang Syne” time is here again 
. the time of high resolve. Suggested 

resolution for new mothers: “J shall 
take time to enjoy my baby. 
! shall make time for crooning, 
cradling, fun and games... and try 
to remember that dusting can wait, 
but a little heart that wants to dance 
often can’t.” And a bright and 

beautiful year to baby, dad and you. 


comforting thoughts 


Although we do everything possible to 
protect our wee ones from unpleasant- 
ness, a certain amount of discomfort 
is unavoidable. Like the brief discom- 
fort of immunization shots. Two ways 
to make treatment less disturbing, 
according to a baby nurse: 

e Take along something that repre- 
sents security to baby, like a favorite 
toy or bottle. 

e Once shot has: been given, be ready 
and waiting to give baby a comfort- 
ing cuddle. 


feature of the month 


NEW DUET FOR THE SMALL-FRY SET) 


Refreshment unlimited—high vitamin-C 
content guaranteed. That’s the word on 
he two new additions to the Gerber 
line of fruit juices. Besides the Orange 
Juice and Apple Juice, Gerber now 
offers Orange-Pineapple and Pine- 
apple-Grapefruit. Both are mild in 
flavor, never tart. Both are fortified 
with vitamin C so 
you can rotate =z 
them with Gerber ra 
Strained Orange . 
Juice and Apple aes J 
Juice. Naturally, 
all four are pas- 
teurized for baby’s 
protection. 
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clever, these mothers 


I’m thinking about the one who slips 
large-size plastic bow] covers over baby’s 
carriage wheels after each outing. Claims 
they really spare the rugs when she rolls 
the carriage into the house. 


growing aids for baby 


7 savory ways to give baby the proteins 
he needs for growth and strength. Gerber 
Strained Meats are made from selected 
Armour cuts, carefully cooked in the 
absence of air to preserve true-meat 
flavors and precious food values. Most of 
the fat and coarse 
tissue is removed 
so digestibility is 
assured. Nothing 
added! They’re all 
pure meat, with 
just enough broth 
to make ’em espe- 


cially Pisoni Gree 
savory. 
Babies are our business... 
our only business! 


(Gerber "4, 


FREMONT, MICHIGAN 





5 CEREALS + OVER 80 STRAINED & JUNIOR FOODS, 
INCLUDING MEATS 














The Dawdling 
Child 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 
“69H, DOCTOR,” the harassed voice of 

Mrs. Young came over the tele. 
phone wire, “I’m at my wits end. I’ve 
lost my temper for the third time today 
with Janice and Bobby. I can’t for the 
life of me think what I should do to get 
these children to sit down and eat a meal 
without dawdling for hours. By the time 
they get around to eating, their food is 
cold and unappetizing and then they 
push it away and say it’s nasty.” 

“Hold it just a moment, Mrs. Young, 
not so fast. Take a deep breath and then 
let’s talk about it.” I knew the Young 
family well, and ordinarily Mrs. Young 
was a calm and patient mother. | knew, 
also, that she had been pushed pretty far 
to call me in such desperation. However, 
I recalled that Janice and Bobby were 
six and four, just the ages where daw. 
dling could be expected. 

Mrs. Young continued in a calmer 
voice. “Doctor, every meal time they 
seem to delight in seeing just how long 
they can delay picking up spoon or fork.” 

“T understand,” I said, “‘and I believe 
that I can help you. First, you must stop 
nagging them to eat. Although it will 
take rigid self-control, ignore them. If 
they don’t eat, don’t worry. They are 
healthy children and are probably enjoy- 
ing immensely the fuss that you are mak- 
ing over their slowness. 

“You might try devising a game for 
meal time by keeping a chart and record- 
ing the amount of time it takes for each 
child to complete his or her meal. Soon 
they will try to out-do each other, and 
will speed up their eating to improve 
their score. A small toy can be used as 
a prize for the one who has the best rec- 
ord over a period of time. It is not wise 
to string it out for too long. Children 
quickly grow impatient and lose interest. 
Also, guard against distracting influences 
while they are eating, such as radio, tele- 
vision and family disputes. 

“Just talking to you has eased my 
mind,” Mrs. Young said gratefully. 

“Fine, and Ill see them on their regu- 
lar check-up date. Good-night.” I hung 
up the phone, happy to have eased one 
more mother’s mind. 
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By Jane Walters 


NE OF THE touchiest subjects in 

homes and high schools today that 
makes students flip their lids, parents 
groan and moan with worry, and teach- 
ers grind their teeth in frustration, is the 
new trend of “going steady.” More 
amazed and surprised than anyone else 
are you teens who feel you’re only 
“doing what comes naturally” and can’t 
quite understand why adults fizzle and 
sizzle so outrageously. One teen-ager re- 
ferred to “‘it” as “an engagement, junior 
grade.” 

Parents, however, view with alarm 
the word “steady” and its meaning is not 
only vague and confusing, but also a 
little frightening to them. 

Not all teen-agers approve of this kind 
of courtship, but others do and have set 
the pattern in their high school social 
life. In some schools “going steady” is 
frowned upon and openly discouraged 
by counselors and advisors. 

Those in favor contend that the secu- 
rity of a steady relationship is a social 
“must” in more ways then one. Not only 
are you assured of constant, attentive 
companionship, but you can count on 
having a date, almost automatically. 

One sophomore proclaimed the virtues 
of steady dating as “an answer to a shy 
maiden’s prayer.” “No adult realizes,” 
she confessed, “the absolute terror a 
teen-ager faces when he or she is left 
out of a party for lack of a suitable date. 
Your popularity rating could take a ter- 
tific nose dive, and might not pull out 
for weeks on end.” 

On the other hand, parents and some 
teens feel that exclusive dating is too 
confining and will soon lead to a serious 
relationship that might prove difficult 
for inexperienced teens to handle. 

Often it is hard for teens to under- 
stand this parental concern, but parents 
have had some experiences too, and have 
inside information and foresight their 
children lack. They are in a better posi- 
tion to see how mistakes can be avoided 
and to steer you away from decisions 
that might cause future unhappiness. 











ALL THE MONEY YOU WANT 


Lucky you! Now you can have all the money you need—$50.00, $100.00, 7 

$200.00 and even more—as the respected and welcomed Lucky Heart 

Representative in your neighborhood! All you do is call on your friends in 

a! spare or full time, and take their big orders for famous Lucky Heart 
roducts, meeded and used daily in every bome. 


WOMEN! MEN! NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


Almost everyone knows and wants Lucky Heart —and will order these 
outstanding products from you! You offer a wonderful selection of superb 
cosmetics ... Fragrant perfumes, some imported from France ... conidia 
care products . . . and many more beauty aids. All are 
beautifully packaged so folks will buy on sight. And i" 
they all pay you big profits up to 100% on every easy nie 
sale! Yes, it's easy to make money with Lucky Heart ! 
Products. Mail coupon today for amazing FREE 



















DISPLAY CASE OFFER! 
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LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2-A 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis, Tennessee 


' 

! Rush me your FREE Sample Case offer. 
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}400 Mulberry St., Dept. 2-A Memphis 2, T 











Look at Your Hair . . . Everybody Else Does! 
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HAIR \ “J 


ye) 
S144 DYED | 
FOREVER! 
where dyed the famous LADY LENNOX | 
way! Only new hair growing out needs | 
touching up at scalp line. Don't let gray or 
hair hold you back in work, or so- 
c , when any man or woman may look 
years younger and more attractive with 
proven Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 

OVER 7,000,000 PACKAGES USED! 
Just brush Lady Lennox through hair. Will 
not rub, wash or wear off. Doesn’t cause 
Bat guaranties Sime bates! wort Cary. | 

. None r! Wor | 
est ler at 60c plus tax. At all drug 
counters, or TWO bottles sent ag for 
$1.00 plus 10c tax (or C.O.D. for total o 


$1.55. Black « Jet Black ¢ Dark Brown 


Latly Lennox C94 


LADY LENNOX CO., Dept.CT 
Box 2027, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me a DOUBLE BOTTLE Treatment 
of famous Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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Tense, Nervous 


Headaches Need 
This Relief 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 
famous ingredients of Anacin to relieve pain. Here’s 
why Anacin® gives better total effect in pain relief 
than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 


Saale ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 


Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 
gum> MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like a doctor's pre- 
scription. That is, Anacin contains not one, but a 
combination of medically proven ingredients. 
sie SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach. 
gum LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 
tension, leaves you relaxed. feeling fine after 
pain goes. Buy Anacin Tablets today! 





‘ — Shrinks Hemorrhoids 


New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
— actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thurough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. ‘Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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‘ AND MAIL TODAY! 




















N DETROIT, 57-year-old Peter Caley told a stranger who came to him on the street 


“T’ll take your numbers, but I must be careful. 


What 


to place a $1.50 numbers bet: 
There’s a cop on the corner. He thinks he’s 
Caley didn’t have covered was the stranger—he was a plainclothes detective. 


smart, but I got him covered.” 


% % & 


In Tampa, Fla., teen-age brothers-in-law Johnny Lee Roberts, 16, 
and Willie McCree, 19, went calling on two girls. Willie insisted 
that Johnny remove his cap in their presence. Johnny refused, 
ending the argument by shotgunning Willie to death. 


* * * 


In Detroit, Robert Fordson, 40, denied the drunkenness charge against him by 


explaining to the judge: “I was on my way home when | stumbled and fell. After 


I was down, I decided to rest.” 
r 

x s * } 

| 


In Ventura, Calif., George Johnson was excused from jury duty 
in the trial of a man charged with drunken driving after it was 
discovered that Johnson was the man. 


* * * 


In Cleveland, George Lewis filed suit for divorce from his wife. charging that she: 
1) wouldn’t keep the house clean; 2) permitted dishes to stack up in the sink; 3) 
allowed clothes to go as long as four months without ironing; 4) refused to cook; 
5) frequented bars, and 6) wouldn’t come home when asked to. 


* * * 








In Philadelphia, when a judge ordered perjury charges against 
Clifton Bell stricken from the records because the defendant was 
dead, a spectator arose and announced: 
I’m Bell and I’m not dead.” 
trial for Bell. 


“Pardon me, your honor. 
The judge promptly ordered a new 


* * * 


(N. Y.) 
Lightner paused to ask his location of passengers of a motor launch passing by. 


Swimming spiritedly in a five-mile race across Long Island Sound, Carl 


learned to his dismay that he was swimming in the wrong direction. 





* * * 


In Baton Rouge, La., Atty. Alex L. Pitcher was freed on bond 
after being charged with passing $1,633.55 in worthless checks, was 
later indicted for paying the court costs with a $7.50 bad check. | 


* * oa 


In Jackson, Miss., when the mattress of Lawrence Legett, 48. caught on fire while 
he slept, his friend, John Russell put it out. A few hours later, it caught fire again, 
and once more Russell put it out. Later the mattress caught fire a third time, Legett 
screamed, but his friend reached him too late. Legett burned to death. 
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ULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and pepe RINGS 


Only $1 of 2 2 i 


You’ll love these ginge--the simula 
Tare’ ‘and look like 
ars’’ 
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oO NEY. Pay postman only 
a Plus postage for both rings 

send cash with order e 
/ Say i ze. GUARANTEE: Wear 
rings 10 days. If not pleased return 
for fund. White or yellow gold 


¥ color effect 4 Boca I silver mount- 


30 Church St., ‘Dept A271, New York 7, N. ¥. 


Both Rings for $1 





God WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Ha Rp? Are you fecing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health ? oubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? 
dear to you? 
? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discour- 
Would you like to have more Happiness, Suc- 
cess and “Good Fortune”’ in Life 

If you have a of these a or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of Prayer that 
is helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and 
joy! Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 
markable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so ot don’t delay! Just clip this M 
now and mail with your name, address & 3¢ stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5201, Noroton, 
Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of 
eaeree and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely 





DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Heo 
ness. Break t 
QUICKLY...IN 
Use ALCOREM, the am: te to vitcuid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
trom liquor. May be taben in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user writes: 
“PLEASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHo ISA 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula copeuce & o help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER . ALCORER NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MO . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Werht ‘Chart in > wrapper. 
Pay postman $6.95 plus c.0.D. postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, stad P4695 95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. B-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILA. 
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One Last Fling 


(Continued from Page 21) 


call me. But almost a week had passed 
vith no word from him. He would be as 
ittentive and loving as he was at first when 
| told him what had happened, I consoled 
myself 
Of course, it was a shock to learn that 
hadn’t been as careful as we thought 
we had. “Don’t worry, baby,” Lyle had 
iid that very first time I had weakened, 
“T wouldn’t let anything happen to you.” 
[ believed him. I was positive that when 
he heard what the doctor had told me, he 
vould figure a way out. 
| saw the blinking red neon sign of the 
Krazy Kat Kafe half a block away and I 
crossed to the other side of the street so I 
ouldn’t pass in front of it. There were 
memories connected with the 
was there that I had first met 


too many 
place It 
Lyle ote 

It was on a Wednesday night, I remem- 
er. my “night out.” I didn’t fix supper or 
take care of the children on Wednesdays. 
john had agreed that since he went bowl- 

on Saturday nights I should have a 
night to myself. Usually, I went to a 
movie or played bridge with the girls. 

But one night, Mary and I didn’t feel 
like playing cards so we stopped in the 
Krazy Kat for a drink. It had been a long 
time since I’d been in a place like that and 
| was fascinated by the laughter and gaiety 
hat seemed to spill over from the bar out 
into the street. 

I feel so old,” I said to Mary, as I 
itched the young couples all around me. 
You’re young as you feel.” she said. 

Here, try some of this.” 

She pushed my drink toward me, and 
ifter a few sips I had to admit that every- 
hing seemed to take on a rosy glow. I 
began to hum the tunes that poured out 
of the juke box and suddenly I was in a 
dreamy, romantic mood. “I wish John were 
ere,” I said to Mary. 

She waved her hand. “He’s your hus- 
hand. You can be with him any old time. 
Besides, the way that good-looking guy in 

next booth has been giving you the 
John would only be in the way at this 
What?” I turned and found myself 
looking directly into the eyes of a man 
tting with two girls. He smiled and sort 
nodded his head. Blushing. I quickly 
turned around. “Why didn’t you tell me 
he was staring right at me?” I whispered 
to Mary. 

Before she had a chance to answer. 
there he was standing right next to her. 
He flashed me a smile, but when he spoke, 

was to Mary. “You ladies mind if I join 

?” he asked. 

| shook my head at Mary, but she ig- 
ored me. “We don’t mind,” she told him, 

what about your friends?” 


The stranger merely shrugged his well- 
tailored shoulders. “They won’t be alone 
for long.” he smiled. “This is a real 
friendly place.” 

He sat down next to Mary and signaled 
the waiter. I started to get up. “It’s a 
little too friendly for me,” I said. “Coming 
Mary?” 

“Aw sit down. Angie.” Mary said. “What 
harm is there in having a little drink?” 

What harm. indeed! The first drink led 
to another. then another. By then. I’d for- 
gotten all about John or Mary or anyone 
else. except Lyle. Oh, I admit I was flat- 
tered by the way he hovered over me and 
whispered pretty compliments into my ear. 
But it should have ended there. That’s the 
way I intended it to be—a pleasant eve- 
ning with enjoyable company, then good- 
bye. 

Yet. during the following week I found 
myself thinking of Lyle and the fun we’d 
had. By Wednesday, I had talked myself 
into going by the Krazy Kat again—just 
to watch the fun there. I wouldn’t admit 
that I hoped Lyle would be there. 

He was there, waiting for me, he said. 

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you?” I 
said, pretending to be angry with him. 

Lyle just flashed his brilliant smile and 
looked wise. I’m afraid I didn’t sound 
very convincing when I said, “I just 
stopped in to see if Mary was here. You 
know. the girl I was with last week.” 

“Mary?” He shook his head. “I don’t 
remember any woman but you. That’s 
what you do to me, baby.” 

Corny? Sure, it was. But to an “old 
married woman” like me, whose life was 
one dull household chore after the other, 
Lyle’s extravagant words were like rain- 
drops on the desert. I soaked them up 
and breathlessly waited for more. I can see 
now that he was after just one thing and 
he knew how to play on a woman’s vanity 
to get it. 


FTER THAT MEETING. Lyle and I 
~*~ were together every time I could slip 
away from the house. Being with him was 
all I cared about. nothing else mattered. 
At first, ’'d carefully arrange for the chil- 
dren to stay at a neighbor’s after school 
and I fixed dinners that could be warmed 
up just before John came home from work. 
I always managed to get home in plenty of 
time. 

But after a time. it got so it didn’t mat- 
ter what I'd left undone at home. Lyle was 
like a drug. I had to be with him, I felt, 
or I’d just wither away. He made me feel 
so young, so alive. 

All this time, I convinced myself that 
Lyle was content as I was just to be to- 
gether. Going to a movie or a baseball 
game, or just sitting in a booth in the twi- 


light dimness of the Krazy Kat was enough 
for him, just as it was for me, I told my. 
self. How foolish I was! And how wrong! 

I suppose I should have seen it coming, 
but I was too infatuated to think straight 
about anything then. By the time Lyle led 
up to the crucial moment. it was too late 
to back down—even if I’d had the strength 
to do it. 

I remember very clearly how sad and 
downcast he appeared that day when we 
met at the Krazy Kat. After our drinks 
were served and he was still in his quiet 
mood despite my efforts to cheer him up, 
I asked. “What’s wrong. honey?” 

“Oh—nothing.” he said sadly. 

“Tt must be something,” I said. “I’ve 
never seen you so quiet before. Come on, 
tell me what’s wrong.” 

He shook his head. “There’d be no point. 
You wouldn’t — couldn’t do anything 
about it.” 

“Why not let me decide that,” I told him. 
I reached out and took his hand and 
squeezed it. “At least you can get it off 
your chest.” 

Lyle’s steady gaze held mine. “I was just 
thinking before you came how hard it’s 
been seeing you every day and not being 
able to talk to you or—” 

“But, darling. we’re talking right now,” 
I reminded him. 

“Yes, with this damn table between us. 
That’s the way it’s been all along—always 
something or somebody between us. Al- 
ways somebody else around.” 

“Tt can’t be helped,” I said. 

“Tt can if—” He stopped and sipped his 
drink thoughtfully. 

I waited a moment, then urged, “If 
what?” 

“We could go to my place.” he sug- 
gested, then before I could raise any ob- 
jections. he went on, “Just for a little 
while, darling. I want to hold you in my 
arms. I want to kiss you like I never dared 
before.” 

A thrill of anticipation raced through 
me. But I tore my eyes away from his and 
ran a finger around the rim of my glass. 

“No, that wouldn’t be right,” I said 
slowly. 

Lyle gave a funny smile. “No, I guess it 
wouldn’t be— for you,” he said meaning- 
fully. 

Panic gripped me. He hadn’t said it. 
but his tone implied that the young girls 
he knew. any of the girls sitting at the bar. 
would gladly have accepted his invitation. 
Suppose he said goodbye and I never saw 
him again? The prospect was too much 
to bear. So I took the fatal step, at the 
same time barely able to suppress my 
eagerness to be alone with Lyle. 

“We'll go to your place,” I said quietly. 
“But just for a little while.” I added to 
salve my conscience. 

We left the tavern and a short time 
later we were alone in the small apart- 
ment where Lyle lived. “Relax. Make 
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yourself at home.” he called out from the 
tiny kitchen where he was mixing some 
drinks. 

I sat down and leaned back and closed 
my eyes, trying to still the wild pounding 
of my heart. What will happen next? I 
asked myself. But deep inside, I knew 
what would happen, and at each point in 
Lyle’s lovemaking it seemed as if I knew 
in advance what he would say, what he 
would do. Maybe I had dreamed it all be- 
fore—or wished it. 

We sipped the drinks, then Lyle took 
me in his arms. He poured sweet words 
into my ear, caressed me tenderly. At first, 
his kisses were gentle. But as our lips met 
and fused together, his arms tightened 
around me and he was suddenly demand- 

The fierceness of his passion was too 
much for me to resist. My own emotions 
began to flame and I was returning his 
kisses with the same wild eagerness with 
which he gave them. 

And then, all caution was swept aside. 
Nothing mattered except that I was there, 
alone with the man who loved me and who 
was demanding proof of my feeling for 
him. Was it love I felt. or just naked pas- 
sion? A little of both, I guess. But mainly 
it was the feeling of being loved. of being 
wanted—as a woman, not a housemaid or 
a cook or someone to talk to about work. 
the children, bills. or a million other things 
equally unromantic. 

Lyle’s bruising lips crushed the protest 
I was about to utter. It seemed that I was 
floating closer and closer to a seething vol- 
cano of primitive emotions, and then a 
blinding, hot flame of passion reached out 
and engulfed me... . 


FTER THAT. Lyle was not only my 

escape from a dull, dreary life. but he 
was the lover who made my heart sing 
and made my body glow with love. I had 
reached the age where I thought all that 
was over, but he had rekindled the spark 
I'd thought was long since dead. 

“Gettin’ in kinda deep, aren’t you. girl?” 
Mary asked one afternoon as [ sat in the 
Krazy Kat waiting for Lyle to pick me up. 
I thought nothing strange about his in- 
sistence that I never phone him or drop in 
unannounced at his apartment, although 
later I found out why. But then, when my 
girl friend hinted that I was going over- 
board, I merely laughed. 
thing under control,” I assured her. 

“I sure hope so!” she said fervently. 

I glanced at her sharply, wondering how 
much she knew. or suspected about Lyle 
and me. Actually, it didn’t really matter. 
Let people think what they wanted. 

When I allowed myself to wonder how 
it would end, I told myself that sooner or 
later Lyle would work something out so 
we could be together always. He never 
mentioned marriage and I never spoke 
about my family, but I was sure he was 
aware that all he had to do was say the 
word and I’d come running. 


“T’ve got every- 
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Long-Aid Proving Sensational on Thousands 
of Women with Short, Thin, Too-Curly Hair 


Now—you can have glamourous, long- 
looking hair! Amazing new Long-Aid 
with K-7 conditions short, thin, too- 
curly hair .. . helps hair look longer, 
softer, glossier! Long-Aid penetrates 
hair .. . gives it the protective shield 
it needs to keep hair edges, new hair 
straighter. Contains nature-rich lano- 
lin that relieves dry, thirsty hair and 
scalp. Miracle K-7 to help relieve 
itching irritations, kill certain scalp 
bacteria check embarrassing 


scalp odors, help keep hair fresh, 


clean-smelling. Send coupon now for 
Long-Aid—only $1.10. Say goodbye to 
“short hair blues” in just 3 days, or 
money back—and you keep Long- 
Aid as free gift. Order now! 
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SEND NO MONEY —JUST YOUR NAME 


Even in your spare time you can make good 
money introducing my famous line of home 
products to friends and neighbors: Cos- 
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PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with J 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
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lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.74, 
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with BOTH hands ... this Marvelous New Way 


Send for free Sample Lesson today! I will include 5 
simple ‘‘play-at-once’’ songs—a Note Selector for your 
right hand—and my Patented Automatic Chord Se- 
lector to strike simple bass chords instantly with your 
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resonant a. o— accompaniments with the other. 
No tedious boring exercises. No dreary 
practice, Just tgenighttul enjoyment. Simply send name, 
address, and for postage and handling to: 

DEAN ROSS, 45 West 45 St., Studio A-609, New York 36. 
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and then, something would come 

ip and Lyle wouldn’t be able to see me. 

He'd leave word with the bartender that 

had to work late or was otherwise 

In recent weeks, Lyle seemed busier 

ever and sometimes days would go 

efore he had time to see me. But 

es would be different now, I thought 

ippily as I turned the corner of the 

where he lived. Things would be 

e they were at first after I told him what 
1d happened. 

The simple fact was, I was pregnant. We 

| not been as careful as we thought, 

ite all my confident statements to 

M: \ll week, ever since the doctor had 

fined my fears, I’d tried to get in touch 


with Lyle. I had even tried to phone him, 
but got no answer. Now, as I stood in front 
of his place, I wondered how he’d take the 
news. It seemed my legs would collapse 
under me as I made my way up the stairs. 
Would he scold me for being careless? 
Would he take me in his arms and kiss my 
fears away? 

Fearfully, I knocked on his door. Then 
again. After a long wait, I heard him call 
out, “Who’s there?” 

“Tt’s me—Angie. Let me in, Lyle!” 

I heard a muffled exclamation, then after 
another long wait, he opened the door a 
couple of inches. “What are you doing 
here?” he demanded. His voice sounded 
angry. 


“T had to come.” I told him. “It’s— 


He was a singer who had just 


grabbed a firm hold 


at the top of the ladder. 
Then a dreaded sickness struck, 
and he found himself lying 


in a hospital, 


hovering between life and death. 
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something terribly important. I tried to 
phone you, and—Aren’t you going to ask 
me in? Don’t you want to know what it is 
I have to tell you?” 

“You can’t come in now,” he said, his 
voice suddenly dropping to a whisper, 
“Don’t ask questions, do as I say. Go down 
to the Krazy Kat and wait for me. I'll be 
there in a few minutes.” 

“But what’s wrong? Is someone in there 
with you?” I asked suspiciously. I pushed 
on the door, but it didn’t budge much. 
Then I heard a voice in the room, a 
woman’s voice. I couldn’t see her, but her 
voice sounded young, and full of con. 
fidence. 

“Tell the people to go home,” the girl 
crooned. 

I was so shocked I couldn’t catch my 
breath for a moment. It seemed that a 
heavy black hand suddenly gripped my 
heart and my knees went weak. As | 
swayed against the door, I heard Lyle 
whisper fiercely, “I told you never to come 
snooping around here. Now go ahead and 
do what I said.” 

The next moment the door was shut in 
my face and I was standing alone. I didn’t 
know what to think. It didn’t even occur 
to me that Lyle had been playing around 
behind my back all the time. All I knew 
was that when I was about to tell him the 
most important thing in the world, he was 
entertaining another woman. If he had 
listened to what I had to say, then sent me 
away, it would have been at least under- 
standable. I knew he was no angel. But 
what hurt was, he didn’t even listen. 

And_ suddenly, nothing mattered any 
more. Somehow, I made it down the steps 
and outdoors. I stood on the sidewalk, not 
knowing which way to turn. Blindly, | 
started walking. There was a blinding light 
and a chilling screech of brakes. There was 
no pain. I felt myself being lifted into the 
air, then dropping to the ground. That's 
all I remember. 


HE SOFT, GREY WALLS and stark 

furnishings of the hospital room whirled 
about my head in a shapeless, undulating 
mass. The light brightened, grew dim. 
brightened again, then resolved itself in a 
whirlpool of color and tiny explosions. 
Little pinpoints of pain. fighting through 
the anesthesia, stabbed at my body. 
Through the pain and blinding lights and 
shapeless masses, I found the face of Lyle. 
He was seated in a chair near my bed. 

“Oh, Lyle,” my voice echoed in the quiet 
room. “I’m sorry—about the baby. But it’s 
ours Lyle, yours and mine. John doesn’t 
know—he’s never even suspected. Lyle— 
Lyle!” 

A frightening current of pain coursed 
through my tortured body then, and every- 
thing faded into darkness. 

When I came to, my head seemed to be 
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detached from the rest of me, even though 
it was impossible to move. Moving my 
eyes, I saw a familiar figure slumped in a 
chair in the corner. It wasn’t Lyle at all 
—it was John! 

“Oh, no!” I gasped in anguish. “No!” 

I tried to turn my head away and a sharp 
edge of pain knifed along my neck and 
shoulder. A white-uniformed figure stood 
beside the bed. The nurse reached out a 
hand. “Don’t try to move,” she said. 

I rolled my eyes toward John and my 
lips formed a wordless question. The nurse 
smiled. “He’s been here ever since you 
were brought here after being hit by that 


car.” 


Iclosed my eyes and wished I were dead. 
How could I face John now? Surely he 
must know the whole sordid story by this 
time. When I opened my eyes, he was 
standing beside me. 

“They say you’re going to be all right,” 
he said in a low, tense voice. Don’t try to 
talk, Angie. And don’t worry about any- 
thing. We'll get things straight after 
you're well and strong again.” 

I tried to speak, but my parched lips 
would barely move. John placed his hand 
tenderly on my cheek. “All I want to say 
is, we—the kids and I—are waiting for you 
to come home.” Then, as if angry with 
himself, he continued, “Oh, I can’t pretend 
that everything will be the same at first. 
I'm only human. And I can’t for the life 
of me understand why you did it. Why 
didn’t you tell me if there was something 
wrong between us? Something that made 
you go looking for—” 

He paused and set his jaw grimly. “What 
I'm trying to say is, I love you . . . that 
makes up for everything.” 

Tears of gratitude filled my eyes. “How 
—how are the children?” I whispered. 

He smiled. “Fine. They wanted to be 
here, but—well. I thought I’d better find 
out whether you planned to come home .. .” 

“Oh, yes!” I said. And I meant it. 

But then the nurse reappeared. She 
carried an extension phone. “Telephone for 
you, Mrs. Hardin.” she said, plugging in 
the instrument behind my bed. 

I lifted the phone and spoke into it. “Hi, 
baby!” I heard Lyle call out jauntily. 

“Lyle!” I gasped in astonishment. My 
heart pounded wildly. 

“Yeah, it’s me, baby,” he said. “They 
tell me you got into an argument with a 
car. You’re not that tough, kid!” 

I closed my eyes and listened to his 
voice as he talked. Finally, promising to 
visit me right away, he hung up. Only then 
did I remember John, who had been right 
there all the time. 

‘Tm sorry, John, but—” I looked around. 
He was gone. I couldn’t find it in my heart 
to blame him. The way I’d called Lyle’s 
name, the blissful smile as I listened to him 
—these signs and more told John what my 
answer was. I wouldn’t be going home to 


him and the children. I would wait for 
Lyle to come and get me. A wave of sad- 
ness came over me at the thought of losing 
my family. But at the same time I was 
tingling with excitement at the thought of 
seeing Lyle. 

It seemed like hours. but in a short 
time he was there, smiling down into my 
eyes. “Oh, darling!” I breathed. “I was 
so afraid I’d never see you again.” 

He shifted his eyes. “Of course you'll be 
seeing me,” he said uneasily. “I—I’m sorry 
about what happened last night.” 

“T forgive you,” I said. “It wasn’t finding 
another woman with you that hurt so much 
as it was the way you—well, that’s all 
over now.” I patted the side of the bed. 
“Sit down so I can tell you what I had to 
tell you when I came there.” 

The nurse had already told me that I’d 
lost the child I was carrying, but I didn’t 
grieve so much because there was plenty 
of time for Lyle and me to have lots of 
other children. “I came by to tell you that 
I was pregnant,” I said, mustering all my 
courage. 

Lyle’s face hardened, then relaxed into 
a devil-may-care smile. “Interesting,” he 
said, “but kardly worth all the trouble you 
went to.” 

“But I was sure you’d want to know.” 

“Me? Why me? Your old man’s the one 
who'd be happy to hear news like that,” 
Lyle said unfeelingly. 

“But—the baby was yours,” I told him, 
blinking hard to keep back the tears. 

A look of disbelief crossed his handsome 
face. “Come again, baby,” he grated. “You 
didn’t expect me to take the rap for the 
guy who’s married to you, did you?” 

“It’s true, darling,” I said desperately. 

“Prove it,” he said. 

I could only stare at him, too hurt and 
shocked for words. Then I heard her voice, 
the voice of the girl who’d been in his room. 
“Lyle, baby, come on,” she called through 
the half open door. “The smell of this place 
is making me sick.” 

Lyle stood up. “Well, I’ll see you around, 
baby,” he said. “Take it easy.” 

And then he was gone. 

There’s no need to go into the tears, the 
heartache, the awful loneliness that made 
the next few weeks a living hell for me. 
I more than paid for the sin I’d committed 
by the time I was on my feet again. But 
I knew that wasn’t the end. I’d go on pay- 
ing for the rest of my life. 

The driver of the car that had hit me 
had no money, so I came out of the hospital 
without a cent. John had paid the bills, 
but that was as far as he went. As for 
Lyle, he even stopped coming around the 
Krazy Kat and I never saw him again. 

If you’re ever in the neighborhood, drop 
into the Krazy Kat and I'll tell you the 
sad tale of a woman who tossed away her 
happiness as if it were a dime-store trinket. 
It'll only cost you a drink or two. 

THE END 
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Lonely And Hungry Hearts 


(Continued from Page 33) 


OOKING BACK, I have long ago con- 
“ cluded that I had this unrewarding 
fe hung on me by fate. 

Vy father died when I was young. My 

other worked in service for a rich Holly- 
yood family. Her job really was a camou- 
flage for a romance between her and her 

We lived comfortably in a white 
ame house in North Hollywood—bought 

d paid for, of course, by Mother’s lover. 

\ native of New Orleans, Mother was 

attractive woman who never failed to 

cite men. She was tall. Her complexion 
vas the smoothest olive. Her brown hair 
hung at breast lengths when braided. She 
was plump and round and firm in the 
right places. 

Daddy, an insurance salesman, had 
brought Mother to L. A. during the de- 
pression. When he died, he left her with 
me, an only child, and a hard way to go. 
She had found this job with Max Scheul- 
nan, wealthy owner of a women’s dress 
factory, in a newspaper ad. At first, it was 
strictly a working arrangement. 

\lother was cook and housecleaner for 
the Scheulmans. Both of them liked her. 
lhey were generous with her pay, and they 
were always sending me little gifts. I 
thought the Scheulmans were wonderful 
people. like Santa Claus. 

When I was eight, they arranged for me 
to be enrolled in a Hollywood elementary 
school near their home. That made it easier 
and cheaper on Mother, who took me along 
with her on her way to work each morn- 
ing. When school was out, I returned to the 
Scheulmans and played in their spacious 
yards and lawns until Mother was through 
ng. No one in the neighborhood 
eemed to mind, probably because I was 

ite little kid, not as fair as mother, but 
ve ittractive, nevertheless. You should 
see some of my kid pictures! 

But. please excuse me for bragging .. . 

When I was ten, we moved into this love- 
ly little home in North Hollywood. I fell 

love with the place the first day I saw it. 

It was just large enough for us. The one- 

house included a spacious living 

room, a large bedroom and a small bed- 

kitchen, dining room. We had a 

huge service porch and plenty of rear-yard 

ind a garage; the front lawn was 

st fifty feet deep and very green. The 
ise came furnished. 

[t was several years before I learned 
\fr. Scheulman and Mother were car- 

on a love affair and that this house 
had been a gift from him. 

[ never suspected anything, that’s how 
lick they were, until I came home from 

hool earlier than usual one Thursday, 

Mom’s off-day, and found her with Mr. 


Scheulman, 
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Mr. Scheulman was cocky about the 
whole thing. He mildly reprimanded 
Mother for not telling me the facts of life, 
as he called them. previously. Mother was 
very embarrassed—her face turned beet 
red and she kept mumbling that things 
weren't what they seem to be, although 
it was very obvious what they really were. 
I was terribly shocked. My entire sweet 
world collapsed around me. Safe in my 
own room. the door tightly locked, I almost 
cried my heart out. 

It was hours before Mother came to my 
room. By that time. she had regained her 
composure, for Mr. Scheulman had gone, 
and I was too weak to argue; I was numb 
and disillusioned. Mother and I never had 
attended church much, but what she was 
doing seemed to be so very wrong to me. 

But to Mother, this seemed to be a won- 
derful opportunity to reveal her philosophy 
of life. 

When she knocked on my door, I got up 
slowly from my bed and let her enter. She 
brought a tray with what, under normal 
circumstances. would have been a delight- 
ful dinner—creole gumbo! She told me 
to get back to bed, that I was her guest. 
I said I wasn’t hungry. But she insisted. 
Meekly. I did as she told me. 

After she had placed the tray on the bed, 
she sat down herself at the foot of it, facing 
me. 

“T know how you feel, Lillie.” Mother 
began. “I should have told you about Mr. 
Scheulman and me long ago. I shouldn’t 
have let you be shocked like that. I’m ter- 
ribly sorry .. .” 

I was silent. I picked at the gumbo, kept 
my eyes down. Mother continued. 

“T know some people will say that what 
we’re doing is wrong,” she said. “It isn’t 
conventional. But Lillie, you’re just sixteen 
now. In time, you’ll learn that life is rough 
and that we can’t always do what we 
should. When your father died and left 
us alone. I didn’t know how I could ever 
make ends meet. This Mr. Scheulman ad- 
vertised this job and I got it. He was very 
kind to both of us—” 

Mother paused now, as if the telling of 
the story in the face of my silence was a 
greater chore than she had imagined. 

“Believe me, Lillie,” she resumed, “when 
I took the job. I had no idea of an affair 
with Mr. Scheulman. I had always been 
true to my husband. It was quite a while 
before I learned that he was interested in 
me. But, Lillie, this wasn’t the usual boss- 
Negro maid affair. One day, Mr. Scheul- 
man came right out and told me the whole 
story. 

“Years ago, his wife was terribly ill. 
She was forced to have an operation which 
prevents her from—well, from performing 


certain duties of a wife. Well, Lillie, My. 
Scheulman put it up to me this way: he 
loved his wife, she had been his inspiration 
for a business career, she had been the 
reason for his success. He could not leave 
her, ever. 

“He also told me frankly that he could 
not love me as long as his wife lived, but 
that he was attracted to me, that he felt 
kindly to me, and that, while he was pro. 
posing a business deal, if I agreed to it, 
he would need no other love affair. He as. 
sured me that Mrs. Scheulman understood 
his need for a woman. He promised that | 
never would have to worry again. He would 
buy this home for us, completely furnished, 
He would pay me an excellent salary. He 
would pay for your college education and 
name me in his will.” 

Mother paused again. And now tears 
were welling up in her eyes. I could hardly 
grasp the meaning of all that she was tell. 
ing me. 

“Many times,” she said, “I’ve been stung 
by my conscience, particularly since you 
have begun to blossom out into a beautiful 
young woman. Often, at night, when I’m 
in my bed alone, I wonder if what I’ve 
done. Lillie, will some day haunt your fu- 
ture. But—neither of us had any future 
when Mr. Scheulman made the offer to me. 
All I could think of then was that he was 
giving me a wonderful opportunity to pro- 
vide a good life for you, better than I ever 
had as a child. I wasn’t interested in men. 
The only true love of my life was your 
father. Louis Davis, and he did me wrong. 
We had to leave New Orleans because he 
was run out of town by his employer. He 
had made the employer’s daughter preg 
nant!” 

The memory of her heartbreak caused 
Mother to double up on the bed, sobbing 
uncontrollably. I was touched in spite of 
myself. Carefully. I lifted the tray from 
the bed. placed it on a chair. Then I sat 
down beside Mother and tried to comfort 
her. 

“It’s all right. /¢’s all right. You've been 
a wonderful mother to me. I love you. 
Mother .. .” 

Slowly she lifted her head from the bed. 
pulled me to her and hugged me tight. 

“T love you so very much, Lillie.” she 
said. “Hearing you say that you love me 
makes everything all right. Nobody else. 
nothing else matters. If ever you change 
your mind about me, want to blame me. 
Lillie. please remember that this is a hard 
world and that you’ve always got to use 
your best weapon to win. If she’s really 
got it, a woman’s best weapon always is her 
ee 

That was the lesson my Mother taught 
me at age sixteen. I never was to forget it. 
For too long, it was to rule my life. 

I don’t want to judge Mother too harsh- 
ly. She did what she thought she had to 
do. But I didn’t have to follow in her foot- 
steps. Mr. Scheulman had promised to see 
to that. 

So what excuse do I have? 
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N A FEW WEEKS alter I caught Mr. 

Scheulman in bed with Mother, my life 
returned to as near normal as it could get. 
[t took me quite a while to accept Mr. 
Scheulman in this new light, and to act 
natural around his wife when I visited their 
home. I also didn’t want to embarrass 
Mother in their presence. 

More and more, in succeeding weeks, I 
busied myself with my school friends- 
visiting their homes, going to movies and 
parties with them, sometimes staying over- 
night with them. I never again returned 
home unexpectedly. Before I did. I called 
and asked if the coast was clear. 

I had little trouble with boys. teachers, 
or classes during high school. I had many 
hoyfriends, but I took none of them serious- 
ly. After Mother’s lesson, I dated them, but 
[let none get too close to me. for none had 
anything really to offer. 

Teachers liked me because I was inter- 
ested in school work, made good grades. 
interested myself in extra-curricular activi- 
ties. 

Classes I loved. I was hungry for knowl- 
edge. I never slept nor played tick-tack-toe 
in class as some of the kids did. 

But, as a near-normal teenager, I was 
also interested in dancing. records. sports. 
| was queen of a high school campus club. 
I worked on the school newspaper, writing 
a gossip column. And, in North Hollywood, 
I was relatively free of the race problem. 

Yet, into each life, some rain must fall. 

Mine began falling the summer after I 
finished high school, while I was still un- 
decided what college I would enter on the 
“scholarship” provided by Mother’s lover, 
Mr. Scheulman. I leaned toward UCLA, 
but some of my closest friends were going 
to USC. I had my choice. I decided to 
wait until the last minute. 

Meanwhile. Fate slipped a hand into my 
life. 

One night. I was sitting in a Hollywood 
jazz spot with several chums when a wait- 
ress came to our table and handed me a 
note. I was surprised. Who could be send- 
ing notes to me? I did the logical thing: 
I read it: 

“Miss—I don’t know your name. But I 
think I can offer you a wonderful oppor- 
tunity. This is strictly business. Please 
call me tomorrow at—” The note contained 
anumber. It was signed by William (Bill) 
Haslin, owner of The Cherokee Lounge in 
Los Angeles. 

My friends were curious about the note. 
I showed it to them. They pumped me 
with questions. 

“What are you going to do?” they asked. 

“I don’t know,” I said, “call the man I 
guess,” 

“But,” said one, “it could be dangerous.” 

“He couldn’t hurt me over the tele- 
phone,” I replied. 

The next day, my curiosity really aroused 
by now, I dialed the number and asked for 
Mr. Haslin. The switchboard operator was 
cordial. She asked me to hold on a minute. 
told me that Mr. Haslin was in a confer- 


ence. When he finally picked up the phone, 
he was the perfect gentleman. 

“This is Lillie Davis,” I said. “You sent 
me a note last night—” 

“Oh, yes, Miss Davis. Thank for 
calling. I guess you wondered what it was 
all about, didn’t you?” 

"Wel... 

“T imagined so,” Bill Haslin said. “That’s 
why I didn’t come over to your table and 
introduce myself. Besides, you were with 
a couple of white kids, and they might not 
have understood what I had to say.” 

Now I was puzzled. What was he getting 
at? 

He got at it: 

“A businesss association I belong to is 


you 


yes.” 


sponsoring a beauty contest. It’s called the 
Miss Bronze L. A. 
$500 cash, a complete new wardrobe from 
a downtown store of your choice. and an 
expenses-paid trip to New York City.” 

What did all of this have to do with me? 

“Last night,” Mr. Haslin went on. “when 
I spotted you in the club. it suddenly 
dawned on me that you could win this con- 
test. I would like for you to represent my 
business, be Miss Cherokee Lounge. I’m 
so sure that you'll win that I'll make this 
offer: if you don’t win, I'll pay you $500 
for How that 
sound?” 

Frankly, I was surprised, pleased. and 
intrigued. I think the surprise, the glamour 
of Mr. Haslin’s idea, was what made my 
mind up for me the quickest. Then, com- 
peting in a beauty contest appealed to my 
It was a challenge. I asked myself, 
“How pretty am I really?” I wondered: 
“How will I stack up against other pretty 
girls?” I took a long look at myself in a 
mirror, and I liked what I saw. 

When I told mother about the offer from 
Mr. Haslin, she was all for it. I called him 
back and we made a date to see him. 

The Cherokee Lounge was a nice place. 
not too large, not too small. Almost square 
in design, it was divided one-third for bar 
space, two-thirds for dining and drinking 
area. 

Mr. Haslin was a tall, well-proportioned. 
graying man of about 45. He had loads 
of charm and appeared to be a gentleman. 
He got on famously with Mother and. of 


contest. Top prize is 


cash your trouble. does 


> oF 
ego. 


course, I liked him, too. 

The only problem Mr. Haslin’s proposal 
posed was its conflict with my enrollment 
He assured me, though, that 
The beauty 


at college. 
things could be worked out. 
contest would be held on Labor Day night. 
I could make my trip to New York—he 
spoke as though he was sure I was going 
to win—and return home in plenty of time 
for school. We agreed to his terms—and, 
so, I became “Miss Cherokee 
entered in the Miss Bronze Beauty contest. 


Lounge,” 


\ Y DISCOVERY of Mother’s romance 

with Mr. Scheulman was the first big 
influence in life. Winning the Miss 
Bronze Beauty contest, making the fabu- 
lous trip to New York, being introduced 


my 
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1 new world of glamour . . . these were 
events that further shaped my destiny. By 
the time I returned to Los Angeles, I was 
so completely captivated by my new world, 
that I postponed my plans for college. Mr. 
Scheulman objected, but his words did not 

irry weight with me now. Determined and 
bstinate, I argued that he was not my 
I appreciated his offer, understood 

deal with mother, but I felt that. at 18, 

as capable of deciding what I should 
do with my life. 
was adamant. She cajoled, 

eged, ranted at me. But I reminded her 
that she had encouraged me to enter the 
eauty contest. When our arguments be- 
ume heated, I reminded her that she was 
hardly the one to “talk,” for her secret 
omance with Mr. Scheulman ruled her out 

n advisor on life as it should be lived. 
Besides, I said, I knew that now she was 

o-timing Mr. Scheulman with Mr. Has- 

She had no adequate rebuttal, and I 
ept headlong along my chosen course. 

It may be hard to understand what hap- 
pened to me. In retrospect, I cannot fully 
explain it myself. It just seems that over- 
night I grew up, that I suddenly found 
nyself as an adult, that I knew what I 
vanted. It never occurred to me that what 
| wanted wasn’t the best thing for me. That 
proves. of course, that I really wasn’t an 
dult—/ just thought I was! 
thought I was so adult that I planned 
get a small apartment of my own as 

as I could put the money together. 
That. as things turned out, was another big 
mistake. 

My first job break, if it can be called 
was the result of my winning the 
beauty contest. A Hollywood movie pro- 
ducer saw my picture in a newspaper and 
offered me a bit role in a “B” picture, one 
of those African safari things. I had a 
peaking role. I worked six days. was paid 
» a day. I also received several “bed” 
offers from guys in the picture. I turned 
them down. 

With the money, I rented a small place 
in Los Angeles. I even managed to pur- 
chase some furniture. When I was through. 
| had a modernistic little place that looked 
snazzy. Mother didn’t like the idea 
»f my leaving home. but in the end she 
I think she realized that with 
me out of the way, she would be able to 

for Mr. Scheulman, and Mr. Has- 

) visit the house more often. The rea- 

on I drew that conclusion was the fact 

that both men encouraged me in my am- 

and Mr. Haslin helped me buy the 
furniture. 

Vly first bit role in movies led to another. 
ind another. Once I was made up as an 
Indian dancer. Another time I was an Af- 
queen. Things looked good. I was 
attention, particularly from 
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I liked one of the guys I met at the 
studio. Like me, he had a bit role in a “B” 
His name was Jimmy Gresham. 
He wasn’t a handsome guy, but he pos- 
sessed a great deal of acting talent. 


pic ture 
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IO 





A former student in a New York acting 
school, he taught me a lot. He had great 
ambitions, but he was frustrated by the 
lack of opportunity for Negroes in Holly- 
wood. 

Jimmy was the first guy I invited to my 
apartment. The first night he came over, 
I prepared a nice gumbo dinner. After- 
ward. we sat around on the floor, listening 
to jazz records, sipping Scotch and soda. 
The Scotch was his contribution to a very 
pleasant evening. 

Jimmy became a regular visitor. He be- 
came my steady beau. He introduced me 
to night life in a big way. 

A hep guy. he showed me the ropes, 
taught me the angles. He told me about 
little gimmicks the sharp girls used to “get 
ahead.” 

“This is a tough world,” Jimmy said. 
“But you’ve got what it takes. Make the 
most of it while you’re young.” 

I listened and wondered about Jimmy. 
I knew I was falling in love with him. but 
I didn’t think he loved me at all. He liked 


me, of course, but love . . . no. 





Opinion Poll Winners 
November 


First Prize: MISS CONNIE CLARK, 
2020 N. 11TH ST., MILWAUKEE, 
WIS.; Second Prize: MRS. ERNES- 
TINE PALMER, 306 9th ST., PACIFIC 
GROVE, CALIF.; Third Prize: MISS 
NANCY NALL, 23 BELKNAP AVE., 
YONKERS, N. Y.; MRS. KATHER- 
INE TAYLOR, 1984 W. EUCLID, NO. 
301. DETROIT, MICH.; MISS THER- 
ESA M. WARREN, 634 NEBRASKA 
ST.. SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS; MRS. 
KATHERINE HAMILTON, 43 GLAD- 
STONE RD., NEW ROCHELLE, N. Y.; 
MISS BARBARA SAUNDERS, 445 
MUNDY LANE, MT. VERNON, N. Y. 











“T can’t afford to fall in love,” he ex- 
plained one night in my apartment. “I’m 
going to make it big in movies or bust. 
Then—only then—will I think of love and 
marriage. Do you understand my point?” 

“No,” I said, quite truthfully. “Take the 
two of us. Suppose we were in love. We 
could get married. We could work hard, 
save our money. Eventually one or both 
of us would get a break—” 

“Makes a nice dream,” Jimmy said. 
“But—” 

“But. what?” 

“Tt just won’t work.” 

“Why?” 

“For one reason,” he said, “you don’t 
love me.” 

“Where,” I asked “are you getting your 
information?” 

Jimmy looked at me surprised. The 
Scotch was good. The music was fine. I 
was feeling good. Bobby Hackett was play- 
ing one of his soulful trumpet solos on 
the record player. Both of us felt the urge 
simultaneously. We fell into each other’s 
arms. 


Jimmy’s kiss was a flaming thing. Pag. 
sion burned me. I snuggled against him, 
He squeezed me to him. Tight. He whis. 
pered in my ear, sweet words, exciting 
words, demanding words. I was so thrilled 
I couldn’t speak. I didn’t want to talk. No 
words of mine could tell Jimmy what I felt, 
how I felt, what I wanted, what I needed, 
But I didn’t have to tell him. Jimmy was 
experienced with women. He knew what 
I needed. And he fulfilled my need... 


V /HEN I AWOKE the next morning, | 

had a hangover from too much drink. 
ing. and I was conscious of terrible re. 
morse. My introduction to love had been 
the most wonderful experience of my life, 
I had craved it. I had needed it. It had 
satisfied body and soul. Yet I felt like a 
bad woman. I was reminded of the time 
I found Mr. Scheulman in bed with Mother. 
There seemed to be something dirty, yes 
nasty. about what I had done. 

But—had I done wrong? 

No!— 

I was all mixed up. And the advice 
Mother had given me long ago didn’t help 
me now. 

I didn’t go anywhere that day. Jimmy 
called in mid-afternoon, full of praise and 
effervescence. He wanted to come over that 
night. I said. no, that I had a bad head. 
ache. He asked if he could bring me some. 
thing. I said, no, I had everything I needed. 

“Are you sorry about last night?” he 
asked. 

I wondered for a moment what could I 
tell him. truthfully. 

Finally. I said. 
sorry. It was wonderful. 
you loved me. too.” 

At the mention of love, Jimmy turned 
cold. He changed the subject to talk about 
a part he was bidding for at the studio. 
This day. I wasn’t interested in movies. 
What I wanted most was a man to call my 
own. Talking to Jimmy. I realized that. The 
thought fairly thundered in my head. / 
wanted a man of my own. I had to have 
a man of my own. Or I would be lost. For, 
I had been born for love. 

That I knew as well as I knew my name. 


“No, Jimmy. I’m not 
I just wished 


UT JIMMY DIDN’T LOVE ME. [I had 

to admit it. He told me as nicely as 
he could. He repeated his ideas on love 
and marriage. I decided not to fight it. 

In time. my life became so complicated, 
so fast, I felt little need for a steady beau. 
For I was becoming too popular with too 
many men who wanted to come over. send 
me flowers and more expensive gifts, see 
that I was never lonely. 

The movie bit didn’t last too long. I dis 
covered that not many producers were in- 
terested in a Negro girl’s talent. Too many 
of them wanted more than their money's 
worth when they offered a small role in 
an inconsequential picture. 

But I didn’t need these producers. As! 
made the rounds of night clubs, sporting 
events, cocktail parties, jazz shows. I met 
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the men worth knowing in Negro so- 
iety, and many from the other side of the 
racks. 1 was a popular attraction, a girl 
ery man seemed to want to wear on his 

nin public, and certainly to spend the 
,fter-hours with. None of these men talked 
(marriage, but I didn’t mind that. I was 
ying too much fun. 

My average day began when I awakened 
, mid-afternoon. I usually had breakfast 
43pm. Then I went to shop, or just 
lied around the house. 

When dusk approached, my telephone 
began ringing. I always had a choice of 
eral places to go, with several different 
ays. 1 selected the one I liked best for 
that night, and, about nine, left home. I 
karned to drink with the best of them, to 
dance all the new dances, to speak the 
mart language. 

Isaw many things happen in the places 
[went. I saw prominent men out with 
sther men’s wives. I saw “B” girls at work. 
[| watched, sometimes with loathing, as 
Negro men made fools of themselves over 
the white ladies of the after hours who 
frequented certain “black and tan” spots. 
[met guys who sold “hot goods.” I knew 
boxers, baseball players, football players, 
one or two dope peddlers. And, of course: 
Iwas a member, in good standing, in the 
cowds of entertainers. Nothing really 
big happened in the social, sporting or 
entertainment world without me _ being 
present. This was a big world in which 
lived, yet a small world, too. I was really 
living. Mother, with her Mr. Scheulman 
and Mr. Haslin, had nothing on me. Ab- 
slutely nothing. 

I saw Mother infrequently now. We 
talked on the telephone once a week, but 
I seldom went out to the house, and she 
didn’t seem to mind. But she knew about 
me, about my exploits, and her attitude 
ranged from one of pure jealousy to admi- 
ration to caution. Mr. Haslin I saw mostly 
when I visited the Cherokee Lounge. It was 
achance meeting with him there one night 
which shifted my life into higher gear. 

I was sitting at the bar, having a drink 
with a male friend, when he came over and 
asked if he could talk with me in his office. 
Isaid, sure, and followed him into the back 
of the club, where he maintained a fancy, 
wood-paneled office (and private love-mak- 
ing headquarters). This Mr. Haslin was 
quite a guy. 

“How old are you now, Lillie?” he asked, 
while fixing a drink for himself at his 
private bar. 

‘Tm 23,” I said. 

“You’ve come a long ways since the 
beauty contest,” he said. “Have you ever 
regretted accepting my offer?” 

“No,” I said, “it has been a full life. 
Fast and exciting.” 

“How is your acting career progress- 
ing?” 

“Not too well,” I replied. “You know 
Hollywood.” 

“It’s a damn shame,” he said. “With all 
the talent we have and so much Negro 





money being spent for movies, you’d think 
those guys would get smart...” 

I agreed. 

“Lillie,” he went on after a sip at his 
drink, “I have a business proposition for 
you. I’m opening a new place out south 
on Western Avenue. It will be a cozy sort 
of spot. with a small modern jazz group 
alternating with an organist who really 
swings. I’m going to put in small tables, 
jammed tight together, so we’ll have the 
big-crowd atmosphere every night. 

“Now, this joint is going to cost a hell- 
ova lot of dough and I'll have to get my 
money back as fast as I can. I’m going to 
use pretty girls for waitresses and I want 
you to round up four or five real sharp 
chicks who will work in the place nightly, 
ushering. helping to make customers com- 
fortable. encouraging them to drink.” 

I was fascinated by what Mr. Haslin had 
in mind. I knew that, if operated properly, 
this deal could make a mint. I wondered, 
though, how far these “hostesses” were 
supposed to go. 

“That’s up to you, and to them,” Mr. 
Haslin said. “You'll have charge of them, 
work as the chief hostess. We'll pay the 
girls a salary and a percentage. You'll be 
on the same deal, only bigger. I'll also 
want to see these girls get their pictures 
in the papers with big-name guests as often 
as you can arrange it. We got to build this 
place up fast. It could be a big thing for 
all of us. Are you interested?” 

“Yes. Very much. How much do I get?” 

Mr. Haslin laid out the deal—$200 a 
week plus five per cent. It sounded good. 
I accepted. 


HE NEW CLUB MONTMARTE open- 

ing in a glare of floodlights, celebrities, 
and gayety on Thanksgiving week. I had 
my girls lined up and we made a pretty 
picture. Finding the girls hadn’t been diffi- 
cult, and all of them owned fancy ward- 
robes. 

From the opening night, the 
jumped. Everybody made money. 

Mr. Haslin had named a former enter- 
tainer, Buddy Billings, as manager of the 
club. 

Buddy was a hefty guy who always 
dressed neatly and smoked cigars chain 
fashion. In his personality, he combined 
the genteel approach of a boudoir champ- 
ion and the strength and forcefulness of a 
bouncer. He was a rather pompous cuss 
on occasions, too, and a girl chaser. 

I never really liked him, although I had 
decided to tolerate him and get along with 
him. Two of the other girls, Jean and Acie, 
seemed to like his style. He concentrated 
on them. 

It was soon clear to everyone that he was 
playing favorites with them. Encroaching 
on my territory, he started setting up side 
deals of his own, using Jean and Acie. The 
other two girls, Billie and Janie, com- 
plained to me. 

“Buddy can get us all in trouble,” Janie 
said. 


“How?” I asked. 
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ANY INSTRUMENT 


-.. even if you don't know 
a single note of music now! 


J[MAGINE! Even if you never dreamed you could play 
‘ - you can soon surprise your friends with your 
musical ability. No special talent or previous training 
needed. Spend just a few minutes a day—and only a few 
cents per lesson. Teach yourself to play piano, guitar, 
accordion, whatever instrument you choose. Make amazingly 
rapid progress because you start right out playing real 
pieces by note. No boring exercises to do. Over 900,000 
Students including famous TV Star Lawrence Welk. 


Stop Cheating Yourself of These Joys! 
Popularity! New friends. Gay parties. Good times. Career. 
Extra Money . . . understand, appreciate, converse about 
music. Learn lives and compositions of modern and great 
masters . . . Relax! Banish worries and frustrations. 
Satisfy self-expression, creative urge. Gain self-confidence. 
MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK— 
Read the whole fascinating story of this 
wonderful method in 36-page illustrated 
book. For FREE copy, mail coupon to: 

U. S. School of Music, Studio 341A, 
Port Washington, N. Y. 
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I’m interested in playing (name instrument)..........+ 
0 Ido old 





io NOT—have instrument now. 


CORO Oe eee eee rere e tere eee eee eee eeeeeeeeese 


eee eee ee eee eee eee eee eee eee 2 





DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus stage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 

FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-A 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 
































“Well, you know what he’s doing, don’t 
you 

“T have an idea.” 

“He’s making outright prostitutes out of 
them,” Billie said. “He makes contacts 
with guys—such as those white basketball 
players you saw in here last night—and 
sets up dates. The girls charge a big fee 
and kick back 40 per cent to him. I’m 
scared of that kind of deal. Lillie. The 
cops will come in here one night, and 
boom! we’re all in trouble.” 

I agreed. I said I would speak to Mr. 
Haslin. I certainly didn’t want to have any 
truck with the law. It was too easy enough 
to play without getting caught. 

When I spoke to Mr. Haslin. he seemed 
to agree with everything I said. He prom- 
ised to talk to Buddy and straighten every- 
thing out. “Don’t you worry,” he said, as 
I left his office at the Cherokee. Then: 
‘Oh, by the way, Lillie. Your mother told 
ne to tell you hello.” 

I didn’t dig his reference to my mother. 
[ closed the door to his office and left the 
Cherokee. That night at the Club Mont- 
marte, hell began to pop. 

Buddy called me into his private office. 
He didn’t waste any time getting to the 
point. 

“Lillie.” he began, removing his cigar 
from his mouth, “you are one of those rare 
yomen—pretty and smart. But. you know, 

person can get too smart for his own 
ood.” 

“Ts that so?” I asked, coldly. 

“Definitely.” 

“And what. may I ask, are you talking 
bout?” 

“You.” Buddy said. “You tried to queer 

with Haslin.” 

“T didn’t try to queer you.” I said. “I 
ist reported some complaints I had re- 
eived. And I told Mr. Haslin that I didn’t 
ant you encroaching on my work. Or 

ng my girls—” 

“Your girls?” he asked. 

Yes.” 

‘’m the manager here.” Buddy said. 
Everybody works for me, including you.” 

My deal,” I reminded him, “is with Mr. 
Haslin, not you.” 

“So you think,” Buddy said. “Maybe 

i'd better take off your rose glasses and 
ke another look at your Mr. Haslin. Just 

ause he’s a friend of the family—” 

[ cut him off angrily. “That has nothing 

to do with it.” 

“Okay.” Buddy said. retreating. “But 

member this, Lillie. I’m the boss. I can 

you some good. Be nice to me—” 

And what?” 

Well . . . lots of things. I’m not such 
bad guy to my friends.” 

I see.” 

| got up and left Buddy’s office. But that 

n't the end of things for us. The very 
ext night he began chasing me. 

| loathed the man. I hated him. I didn’t 

t to have anything to do with him. 

His references to Mr. Haslin had started 

60 


me opening my eyes, too. I began to think 
and re-evaluate the whole set-up. Obvious- 
ly Mr. Haslin and Buddy were together in 
the deal. That could mean only one thing: 
both of them expected to use me, too. I 
guessed that they had been biding their 
time. 

Things came to a head several weeks 
later when Buddy called me into his office 
again. 

He tried being nice this time. He fairly 
dripped with friendliness. But he couldn’t 
hide the point of our meeting. 

“Lillie, we’ve got a big deal cooking to- 
night,” he said. “A couple of top boys from 
downtown are coming in and they want to 
be entertained. We can’t turn these guys 
over to just anybody. So Haslin and I 
thought that you . . . you and Janie might 
take over. For the good of the company, 
you know.” 

“Take over—doing what?” I asked. 

“Well,” Buddy said, “showing the guys 
a good time.” 

“How? Where? Here in the club?” 

“Here in the club,” he said, “and any- 
where else they want to go.” 

So. This was the deal! 

“What do I get out of it?” I asked, just 
for information. 

“These boys are heavy spenders and 
heavy tippers.” Buddy said. “You get all 
you can get and we split it, 60-40.” 

“No,” I said firmly. 

“You mean that?” Buddy asked. 

“T mean it!” 

“Why?” 

“If there’s going to be any deals with 
me involved,” I said, “I'll make my own 
arrangements.” 

Buddy blushed and became angered at 
my tone and abrupt refusal. His veneer of 
friendliness faded and he laid out his cards 
for me to see. 

“You whores make me sick,” he said. 
“You get into this business but yet you 
want to play the queen—” 

At the word “whore.” I leaped to my 
feet. Hot and insulted. I chewed him out. 
I told him just what I thought of him. how 
low he was. I told him that I was fed up 
with him, Mr. Haslin. the Club Montmarte, 
the whole set-up. 

“You better remember this. too. Buddy. 
I could really get you in trouble if I wanted 
to. Both Billie and Janie—” 

Without warning. he hit me with his fist, 
full in the face, pounding me back into the 
chair. He seemed to go wild. Like an ani- 
mal, he roared over to me, grabbed me by 
the front of my dress. ripping it half way 
down the front. He reached for my arm, 
jerked me erect. punched me again. He 
hit me repeatedly. Wild. hard punches 
that caused excruciating pain, wrecked my 
body. I tried to fight back. but I was no 
match for him. The last of his 
floored me for good. 


blows 


WOKE UP IN THE HOSPITAL, a 
bloody, lumpy wreck. A doctor told me 
that I had received a vicious beating. He 






said that I might have been killed eXcey 
for all the noise Buddy made as he knochy; 
me down and beat me up. 

Billie and Janie came to see me, qj 
they brought news. Buddy, they said, hy 


f net 
been arrested. Police had revealed that}, ap 
was a notorious woman beater and he haj ag 


a long record as a pimp. Haslin had ben je 
arrested, too, and it turned out that hehyf 
a police record as long as my arm. 

Along with Haslin, Mother had begf 4 
hustled off to jail and charged with cm} y¢ 
sorting. Seems that the cops trailed they 
to a motel after getting an anonymous tek J, 
phone tip. wi 

I thought it was terribly ironic that bohf yi 
Mother and daughter came a-cropper tk} m: 
same night, in the same business! ar 


HAT MUCH OF THE STORY I wre th 
in longhand while I recuperated at tp 8: 
hospital. For long before I left. I resolvel§ of 
to make a change in my life. What half ¢h 
seemed like glamour suddenly wasn} th 
glamourous anymore. of 

Suddenly I felt a great longing fori} or 
conventional life. A husband, a home, kid} st 
I thought about Jimmy, my first love, bul} w 
dismissed him from my mind. He couli} of 
have cured my lonely and hungry hear, 
but he didn’t think that way. al 

I thought about a nice young interne]— 
had met at the hospital. He was differen} ' 


from the other men I had known. Hews} 
dedicated to his profession. He was buill: 
ing a big dream house, and I had conf. ; 


dence that he would some day convert it ; 
into a solid structure. h 

I thought about him a long, long time. 
Two or three times, I started to call him. 
T wasn’t in love with him. but I though} 4 
I might grow to love him. He was the kind 
of guy I needed. 

But I didn’t call. What did I have to 
offer him? A fast, scandalous. past... 
dubious future? I would only be a nil: 
stone around his neck. He would learn to 
hate me. my mother, all we had stood for. 

I wanted so desperately to start right, 
anew. As soon as I was able. I resolved, 
I would give up my old apartment and find 
a new place. I wanted a respectable job. 
It wasn’t too late for me to enroll at col 
lege. I was only 24. 

I wondered what the young interne, Rot- 
ald DeVoe, would think of that. A halt 
hour ago, I started to call him. But I didn’ 
have the nerve. As I cradled the phone 
again. I felt like my heart would break— 

Then, just five minutes ago, my phone 
rang. 

It was Ronald DeVoe calling from the 
hospital. 

He wanted to know how I felt. He asked 
if I needed anything. He invited me ou 
to dinner. 

[ said I would be glad to go. 

The truth is, I’ be happier than he cal 
possibly know. For something tells me that 
Ronald and I have a lot in common—now! 


THE END 
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Don’t Fear Forty 


(Continued from Page 40) 


necessary emotional outlet also. But quite | 


apart from dance. women should not fear 
age because each new experience should 
help her adjust to life’s situations.” 

It is interesting to note that none of these 
women had really begun making real con- 
tributions compared to their present promi- 
nence until after they were at least thirty. 

On October 31, a never-more-beautiful 
Lena Horne received orchids on the Broad- 
way opening of the play: Jamaica. And 
where is the 18-year-old ingenue who can 
match her in beauty, charm, poise, talent 
or adulation from men of all ages? And 
where is the woman who has ever equalled 
the European popularity of Josephine 
Baker, maintained for more than a quarter 
ofa century. The Katherine Dunhams and 
the Marian Andersons are now realizing 
their finest hours. And who knew the name 
of the late Mary McLeod Bethune at twenty 
or thirty. What bikini-clad sapling could 
stand in comparison with these beautiful 
women of forty and over who are possessed 
of mind, body and experience. 

The accomplishments of these women 
are not to suggest, however, that they are 
superwomen, who have all the answers to 
the riddle of life. They too, from time to 
time, are assailed by doubts and questions. 

Lena Horne frankly admitted: “I used to 
be afraid that I was getting too old for this 
business but I don’t think of it any more. 
I suppose I used to worry about this a little 
hefore I became forty. One morning I’d 
tell myself, ‘you’re too old;’ the next morn- 
ing I'd have a change of heart and feel 
differently about life as a whole. I’ve had 
a wonderful life and have been pretty 
lucky. My second marriage has made a 
hig difference in my being able to adjust to 
growing older. 

“T love Lennie (Lennie Heyton, her hus- 
band) very much. I think he is still in 
love with me. It makes a big difference to 
one when you have someone beside you. 
who loves you. It’s not so easy to grow old 
alone. My two children have helped too. 
and I am a very proud and happy mother. 
A successful marriage and a happy mother- 
hood have helped me face the facts of get- 
ting older. 

“I suppose I was never really afraid of 
reaching the age of forty. As I’ve grown 
older I feel that I’ve grown as a person 
and this has made the whole thing easier. 
Ithink I’m a better human being now than 
when I was thirty. more mature and cer- 
tainly happier.” 

It would seem that Lena has expressed 
the opinion of Etta Moten in another way. 
For the singer Moten says a woman gets 
out of forty as much as she has put into 
reaching it. If she has prepared herself. 
physically, mentally and spiritually then 
forty is truly where life begins or as the 
poet says “the last of life for which the 
first was made.” 


THE END 
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Disgrace In The Family 


(Continued from Page 26) 


the family as best I could. 

Things hadn’t worked out too badly. Be- 
cause Papa had lived for three or four days 
after the accident and suffered so terribly 
in the hospital, the nurses and a couple of 
the doctors there felt awfully sorry for my 
family, so when I asked for a filing job in 
the office, I had plenty of help getting it. 

The pay wasn’t much at first, but then 
we had Papa’s insurance money to help 
along and then his social security. Mean- 
while, I managed to get a scholarship to 
1 night business school since I wasn’t go- 
ing to be able to use the one at the State 
college, and pretty soon I was managing 
enough typing and bookkeeping to be 
worth more money around the office. 

As time went on and Bobby and Jeanette 
grew older, they were able to contribute 
to the family income. Jeanette, only five 
ears younger than I, began to take on 
baby-sitting chores, and Bobby, although 
awfully young, managed a paper route and 
then learned to caddy and set pins in a 
howling alley. 

They say you don’t miss what you’ve 
ever had, and since I had never had much 
time for parties or boys and things, I didn’t 
eally think about the drudgery that was 
becoming my way of life. Besides, I had 
to practice what I preached: I had been 
the one to rally the family together and tell 
hem we must all pull our share of the 
oad. It meant few baseball games and 
owboy movies for Bobby, and few dates 
for Jeanette, although times were begin- 

ng to change a little and she was going 
ut with boys while she was still just a 
ouple of years in high school. But with 
ill they were sacrificing, I had to make 

ire that I sacrificed just a little more. 
Viama. in her condition. was able to do 
ttle more than prepare meals and do light 
ousekeeping. It was up to me to do the 
rubbing and painting and fixing around 
he house. Always I had to set the example. 

[ don’t know what we would do without 

Julia.” Mama would say sometimes, 
ith a trace of tears shining brightly in 

r sad brown eyes. 

Don’t worry,” I would tell her, patting 

frail shoulders. “You won’t have to do 
thout me.” 

It was a little embarrassing, however, 

evening at supper when Bobby, who 

just learning about such things, 
pped up with: “Julia. when are you 
ing to get married?” 

[f | had been a shade lighter. I could 
ive blushed. Jeanette giggled because 

didn’t have anything better to do, but 
poor Mama was hurt. I shot her a quick 
look and saw the pain in her eyes. Only 
he understood that to get married a girl 
has to have a man to start with. Mama 
knew I didn’t have one. because none ever 
ame to the house and I never talked 
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about any, except to just mention some- 
thing casually about one of the doctors 
or patients. 

Only Mama knew of the lonely, empty, 
manless years for which I was heading; 
years without companionship or memories 
—the worst kind of loneliness. 

And most of all, Mama knew that this 
was the way it had to be. I could not fall 
in love and marry and leave her and the 
kids to starve any more than I could ask 
a man to not only take me as his wife, 
but to take my mother and sister and little 
brother, too. 

But working at the hospital made it 
fairly easy to live the life I knew I must. 
There I could watch the yearly procession 
of young internes, coming to learn their 
profession and to sweep the nurses off their 
feet. I saw many of the girls fall head 
over heels in love and dream of living the 
luxurious life of a successful doctor, only 
to see the love of her life go off to conquer 
greener fields when his year of interneship 
was up. 

The hospital had its even more tragic 
cases: the sad-faced, bewildered, ruined 
girls; the unwed mothers. They had trusted 
their men too far once too often, and so 
must bear the burden of their folly. 

No, I would have no part of love. I would 
be the cold, lonely. valiant woman, like 
the ones in the radio soap operas. 

But this was too unrealistic a pose to 
hold for long. After all. I was young, 
fairly gay, and not considered unattrac- 
tive. But when the time came that I 
realized I needed and longed for a man’s 
warmth and strength and presence, I had 
earned the reputation around the hospital 
of being cold and unavailable. I wasn’t 
the kind of girl who would kiss goodnight 
on the first date, or go on those wild slum- 
ber parties, or accept invitations from some 
of the rich, old resident doctors to spend 
a week end on a cabin cruiser. 

And so, when the wolves were done with 
their trying, the next crew to come my 
way, though smaller in number. were those 
with visions in their eyes of a small house 
with a large mortgage and a wire fence 
with kids running around inside. 

Neither men were right for me. I would 
not become a residence hall conversation 
piece for some smart-alec young interne 
who probably put a notch in his belt for 
every time he seduced some girl. But I 
couldn’t become the adoring wife and 
mother in the vine-covered cottage, either. 
I had my family’s security to think about. 


ND THEN, when life was _ loneliest, 
along came Adam. He was like all 
other men, or so he seemed at first. The 
grim set of his jaw added to his rugged 
manliness, and his eyes and voice seemed 
to bear the usual traits of male arrogance. 
















He spoke with matter-of-fact surenesg 
himself. 

His first words to me were, “I don’t y 
pose this seat is taken,” spoken at 
cafeteria near the hospital where | }, 
gone to eat one day, not caring for gf” 
usual Friday fish dinners. He had nejth 
waited for my answer nor seemed to rey] 
expect one, and suddenly I resented pu” 
thinking that I had to be alone. 1" 

Yes, it is taken, I said to myself, [,f | 
waiting on the tallest, handsomest man A 
ever saw. Of course, it wasn’t so, andie 
couldn’t say it aloud. But it could ha 
been so, for all he knew. 

We spoke little during our meal, anj 
felt somewhat relieved when I had finish, 
“Excuse me,” I said coolly as I got upy 
go. He muttered something back withoy 
ever looking up from his roast beef ay} 
mashed potatoes. 

That weekend I had a date with Bit’ 
Mitchell. one of the new internes at the ho 
pital, and it turned out pretty much like. 
all the rest. We saw a movie, went dancin 
at a little club, and by midnight he wat” 
making the usual passes. When the goi ; 
got a little rough in his car, I slapped hip 
without really meaning to. It was just tha 
things always seemed to turn out that way, 
They always either wanted to make you; 
bedmate the first night or marry you ani§™ 
take you away from your family. Neith:§™ 
way was the way I wanted it, but how cou § 
I explain it? | 

“Okay.” Billy said. angrily rubbing th } th 


pen 
a 


I 


side of his face where I had hit him. cil 
“So you’ve proved that you’re hard ths 
get. now what?” fo 


“I’m sorry.” I said. “I didn’t really mean § 
it. I—I mean I did mean it, when I said 
no. But I didn’t mean to slap you. It’s jus § jy 
that, well—oh, I don’t know. Please take f 4 
me home.” And there I was in tears. If, 
vowed on the way home that I would never 
be so embarrassed again. 

What do you want, Julia Anderson, | 
asked myself that night as I lay awake in b 
bed. What do you really want? 

I could not answer. 


HE NEXT FRIDAY it was fish again in §” 

the hospital dining room, so I went out 
to the little cafeteria. I had just sat down 
with my tray when up walked the same fel 
low who had shared my table the week 
before. 

“Hello.” he said. “Were you saving this | § 
for me?” He slid into the seat across from 1 
me. again without waiting for my reply. [¢ 
I was just about to tell him that I thought }1 
he was a conceited, ill-mannered jackass | 
when he started talking again. 

“I guess I didn’t seem very friendly the } | 
other day, but I had a lot on my mind. I've f, 
only been in town a couple of weeks and! }, 
had a few things to get settled.” ! 

His explanations didn’t really interes! 
me and I found myself wishing he would | 
shut up until a few minutes went by and | | 
realized he was just trying to be nice. In | 
fact. he hadn’t done anything wrong in the 
first place. I was the one who had been ur 
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‘ndly to begin with, assuming that he 
; conceited; deciding he was ill-man- 
wed without really knowing at all. 

“My name’s Julia Anderson,” I said sud- 
aly, without waiting for him to ask me or 
introduce himself. 

“'m Adam Blakely,” he said, looking at 
intently and smiling, probably a little 
prised at the way I blurted out my name. 
We talked on throughout the meal, about 
ye weather, the new job he had taken in 
own, and whether or not the local base- 
team had a chance to win the league 
gnant—although I didn’t know much 
bout that. When I finished eating, we said 
wodbye, and that was that. 


























DIDN’T SEE ADAM for a couple of 

weeks after that. We didn’t have fish 
lhe next two Fridays, so I had no reason to 
out. Furthermore, I did not even think 
ofhim. He was just a man I had met and 
talked with. 

And life went on at home. Bobby was 
iwst entering high school, while Jeanette 
yould be graduating at the end of the 
«hool year. I had plans for Jeanette, plans 
for her to do all the things I had missed. 
She would get her chance at college. I 
vould see to that. She was already saving 
hat money she could from her part-time 
york, and she could get a job at college 
vhile I helped. too. There was no point 
in ruining two lives. 

“Oh, Julia, I can hardly wait to get 
through this last year,” Jeanette said ex- 
citedly one night as she lay on the floor with 
several college catalogues spread out be- 
fore her. “But I still can’t make up my 
mind which one.” 

‘I still think it would be better for you 
to go to City College.”” Mama said. “It'll be 
cheaper and you'll all be at home here 
together.” 

“Let her take her choice, Mama,” I cut 
in. “We'll manage to afford it somehow.” 

‘It’s so nice of you, Julia, to want the 
best for your sister,”” Mama said. 

Bobby, who always had the knack of ask- 
ing the right question at the wrong time. 
put aside his model airplane long enough 


I went out § #&k: “Hey, how about me?” 

+ sat down | | slapped him on the seat of his dunga- 
> same fel. § "es. “Let’s educate one at a time if you 
the week | “on’t mind,” I laughed. 

But after I went to bed that night, I had 
aving this | “rious thinking to do. Sure, Mama was 
ross from f right. It would be a lot cheaper for Jean- 
my reply. J tte to go to City College and stay at home. 
I thought J But then she would miss a lot of the fun 
d jackass | of being away on her own and living in 

. idormitory full of girls. Yes, those were 
sree he things I had dreamed of and missed. I 
he sad] didn’t want Jeanette to miss them too. We 
ee vould have to manage to afford them some- 
, interest = 
— ut what would happen to Bobby when 
by and! § °¥#8 ready to go to college? Was I going 
nice. BS to devote my whole life to making things 
ng in the ‘asier for him and Jeanette? But Jeanette 
been un § "ld be graduated by the time Bobby was 
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ready to enter, and she could get a good 
job and we both could help Bobby. Yes, 
if I could just help Jeanette get through. 
That would really take some doing. She 
would have to win that scholarship and 
work besides. These were some of the 
things I was thinking about the next time 
[ saw Adam in the cafeteria. 

“You look like a little girl with a head 
full of problems,” he said after sitting 
down at the table with me. 

“We've all got problems,” I said, trying 
to sound cheerful. 

“Yes,” he said. “We’ve got them be- 
cause we make them for ourselves.” 

“Not all of them,” I countered. 

“Most of them,” he insisted. 

“You’ve got it all figured out, it seems,” 
I told him. 

“After thirty years of bitter experience, 
[ have figured out many things,” he an- 
swered in that matter-of-fact manner of his, 
and this time I didn’t seem to resent it. I 
looked at him steadily, thinking that here, 
perhaps, is really a man who knows what 
life is all about; here is wisdom. 

For the first time, my eyes looked at him 
with admiration, and then quickly, as a 
sort of after-thought, they swept across his 
hands, looking for the tell-tale sign of a 
wedding band. There was none. 

That was the day, I suppose, that I began 
to fall in love with Adam. I really didn’t 
think of it then, but that was the day I 
began to compare him with the other fel- 
lows I had known, and they all paled by 
the comparison. 

From then on, too, I began to make it a 
point to eat in the cafeteria every Friday, 
ind so it became sort of a date with Adam 
and me. 

[ liked most of all the way Adam didn’t 
rush me. We had dinner together once a 
week for six weeks before he asked to take 
me out. And when he did, his casual ap- 
proach to the goodnight kiss was so smooth 
that I would have felt it impolite of me to 
etuse, 

No, Adam was no wolf. But he didn’t 
iave that vine-covered cottage look, either. 


] 


! WAS NOT UNTIL our third date, after 

knowing each other for four months, 
that I began to understand how Adam felt. 
We had been to a movie and, since the 
first snow was on the ground, we decided 
to go for a walk in it. We were strolling 

m-in-arm, looking down as we carefully 

ade footprints in the soft, white blanket, 
vhen Adam began to talk. 

“You know, we make a nice team, you 
ind I,” he said. 

Oh, oh! I told myself. Here it comes. 
Please don’t say it, Adam. Don’t talk of 
marriage. 

Adam kept talking. “I guess this is the 
time when a guy should make some kind of 
pitch, maybe about the future or some- 
He paused. “But maybe I’m just 
not the marrying kind, Julia.” 

My heart jumped with relief. 


thing.” 
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“Maybe it doesn’t sound nice.” Adam 
was saying, “but I’ve seen a lot of beautiful 
friendships spoiled by marriage. You can’t 
keep that rosy, romantic glow after you’ve 
been married a while, they say. So why 
spoil it? Why can’t two people just be in 
love and live their own lives, without get- 
ting everything confused with kids and 
bills and arguments? Does it sound so 
crazy, Julia?” 

“No, Adam,” I answered, clutching his 
arm tighter, happiness dancing through 
me. Here, for me, was the perfect man— 
a man who didn’t threaten all my plans. 

We had reached the shadow of a huge 
oak now, and with some unspoken signal 
our feet halted. Adam turned to me and 
pulled me close. “I think I’m in love with 
you, Julia,” he said. “And I’d like to stick 
around and find out. But I can’t promise 
anything.” He looked at me carefully, con- 
fidence shining in his soft brown eyes. 

“T think I love you. too, Adam. And I 
can’t promise anything either,” I said. 

Then we were clinging together, taking 
all the sweetness that our mouths had to 
offer. 

Later, I gave no thought to the conse- 
quences of the pact that Adam and I made 
that night. It was a very old saying that 
you cannot have your cake and eat it, too. 
For years I had fought off romance because 
it asked too much too soon, or asked for 
everything in the end. But now I had found 
a man who hadn’t rushed me. and he didn’t 
want marriage any more than I did. 

And, even knowing that the day would 
come when, even without the vows of mar- 
riage, Adam and I would submit to the 
physical demands of it. I did not mind terri- 
bly. You're in love, Julia, 1 told myself, 
and passion is a part of love. 

The day came quickly. I had gone to a 
party given by some friends at the hos- 
pital, and I took great pride in showing 
Adam off, especially to the younger fellows 
who had tried so hard to date me. Adam 
handled himself beautifully. even though 
there were a lot of well-educated young in- 
ternes there. It was really the first time 
that we had been around a crowd of people, 
and I found myself gazing with wonder and 
admiration at Adam through most of the 
evening. 

It was still early when we left the party, 
and Adam and I were walking arm-in-arm 
again through a fresh snow. “I’d buy you a 
nightcap somewhere,” he said, “only the 
budget is running a little low this week. 
I’m saving up to buy a used car and I want 

to pay as much down on it as I can.” 

“That’s okay,” I said. 

“On the other hand,” Adam went on, 
“if you’d like to see my etchings, I think 
I’ve got a little scotch up in my room.” 

“Etchings are old-fashioned,” I laughed. 
“Fellows invite girls up to listen to hi-fi 
these days.” 

“Who can afford hi-fi?” Adam grinned. 

So off we went to Adam’s place. It was 
just a room and bath in a large, comfort- 


able rooming house, but it was neat 
clean. Adam turned on the radio and 
an all-night disc jockey. 

We laughed and talked and listeneg 
the music awhile, and then suddenly thy 
was little else to say. It was very qj, 
except for the sound of the radio and; 
ticking of the clock. Traffic had slowed 
the streets outside. It was the wee » 
hours, the hours for love. And the elegsf! ® 
tension mounted in that lonely, quiet rom} 
It caught and held us, rising until the yop 4# 
sound of its silence was deafening, __ 












Softly, at some point, words of love ye ad 
spoken— im 
“Adam ...I should go... I 


” 


“T love you, Julia . . . 
“Oh; Adam...” 
The music of the radio and the ticki 
of the clock on the dresser were joined} 
the wild, rhythmic beating of two hearts 
hearts pounding and driving the hot blo 
of passion through our veins. 
And then the radio and the clock andj 
hearts and the world seemed silent. 


THAT WAS THE WAY it had happened 

suddenly, unplanned and _ unavoidabl 
Afterwards, when the gnawing fear of tl 
consequences of what we had done bey 
to plague me I tongue-lashed myself wig het 
silent, scornful words. I had chosen thigblo 
way to love because I had family respons 1 
bilities. Now, the one, quick act of passm}!b 
could destroy all I had sought to preseref ful 
| ee 

And soon the “if” was a reality. Beca 
of my long work in the hospital, I co 
spare myself the embarrassment of medi 
examination. I knew the symptoms 
enough: the dizzy spells, the heartburn, tht 
morning sickness. There was no doubt 












it—I was pregnant. ] 

The day I decided it was so I stayti§ 4, 
home from work. Mama fussed over ‘. 
like a mother hen until I finally mana 4 
to shoo her out of the room by telling hej 
it was nothing more than a headache. bs 

Those first hours were ones of panic. | " 


had let four years of hard work and plat ie 
ning be ruined by a few minutes of blinl 
desire and now, how could I face the pop" 
ple who had depended on me? What df 
Jeanette and our plans for her to go ti 
college. Not only would she not be abl | 
to go, but she would in all likelihood have 
to assume the financial burdens of Mam 
and Bobby and herself that I had so long 
carried. It wasn’t fair to her! 

And what of the disgrace to Mami! 
Would she be able to stand up under the 
strain. or would her already weakentl 
heart fail to accept the new heaviness th 
would befall it? 

I could not bear to face them when the 
knew—not the hurt look in Mama’s eye 
or the disappointment and look of betray! 
on Jeanette’s face, nor Bobby’s innocell 
bewildered expression. I had failed all af 
them. 

And, I had failed Adam, too. He lot 
me, I knew he did. But he had said int 
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winning that he could promise nothing. 
at he wanted none of the responsibilities 
drudgery of marriage. I had agreed with 
him; I had said there should be none. Now 
bat would there be? 


was Neat 
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ind listened 
suddenly the 
vas Very quis 
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HE DECISION that I made took three 
had slowed days; long dreary days of light and 
the wee ygirkness that were without meaning to me. 
nd the eles! stayed in my room, refusing to talk to 
ly, quiet r Yny family or to answer the phone. When 
until the tll Adam had not been able to reach me by 
‘ening, “Eylephone at the hospital the first day, he 
s of love yafiad called my house. I would not talk to 
“Phim—not then or ever again. 

[knew what he would suggest. Since he 
did not want to marry me, he would be the 
matter-of-fact, practical male. But I could 
1d the ticking never do that—not take another life. 
ere joinedjg Another life? No. But my life—what 
‘two hearts §¥28 it worth now? And the suffering that 
the hot blow [would cause would be unbearable for me 

i watch. There was a way out; the only 
reise te the fourth day, after Jeanette and 
Bobby had gone off to school, I pretended 

to Mama that the illness I had lied about 

pees ill along had gotten worse. I gave her the 

g fear of jgname of a medicine I said they used in the 

| done besa hospital for severe headaches, and asked 

myself wii her to get it for me at the drug store a few 
blocks away. 

The moment she was out of the house. 
[bolted the door behind her. Then I care- 
fully closed all the windows in the house 
ind went into the kitchen. I closed it off 
ity. Becaus{ from the rest of the house, placing a pillow 
ital, I coulff the bottom of the door. Then I walked 
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it of medici ty the stove, said a silent prayer, and 
iptoms Weil tyned on all the gas jets. Then I breathed 
artburn, th 


asigh, said another short prayer, and sat 
no doubt of jon at the kitchen table. 
Thad done it all swiftly. for that was 


so I stayeliy. way it had to be. Once I had decided 
* wail 0 take my own life. I knew I had to do 
telling he everything fast or not at all. 

dada And now, every second of the soft. silken 
of panic. 1 hissing of the escaping gas was bringing 
: and plan me closer to oblivion. closer to blessed re- 


es of Mal lief from the terrible mess that I had made 
ce the peo things. I felt the darkness closing in, 
> What df ad death’s icy fingers on my heart . . . 

r to go ti 

ot be abl | 
ihood have 
; of Mam 
ad so long 


WAS DROWNING in a great, black sea, 
and I struggled for air; for the breath 
iflife. I was fighting to live just when I 
had planned to die. Then the first needle- 
harp shafts of white light reached my eyes. 
[fluttered them open. My head pounded. 
and a grey, swirling. unrecognizable mass 
foated around me. It was several minutes 
before the vision slowed down and took 
tape and pattern. There were people 
ttound me, all dressed in white. They said 
things I could not understand. And then 
ay eyes closed and I left them again. 

en next I gained consciousness, I 
tuld see clearly. I was in a small room, 
ind a nurse sat beside me. I knew her. She 
He love worked at the hospital with me. She smiled 
sid in th and patted my hand. 
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under the 
weakened 

yiness that 
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“Feeling better?” she asked. 

I nodded. 

Then she got up and walked to the door, 
opened it and said to someone outside: 
“She’s awake now, you can come in for just 


” 


a few minutes. 


Mama was the first one to walk into the 
room. Adam was just a step behind her, 


and when they reached my bedside, I could 
see Mama was fighting back tears. 

“Why did you do it, Baby? Why did you 
do it?” she asked. 

“I’m sorry, Mama.” I said weakly. 

“If I hadn’t met Adam after I got out- 
side, it would have been too late.” Mama 
went on. “T tried to get him to go to the 
drug store with me. but he was certain that 
there was something more terrible wrong 
than you would admit.” 

“T was sure of it.”” Adam cut in. “I knew 
a headache wouldn’t keep you from even 
talking to me, Julia.” 

I looked into his strong. handsome face. 
and the words I would rather die than have 
said hours before came easily now. 

“I’m going to have a baby, Adam,” I 
told him. 

“Julia!” Mama gasped. And then the 
silence seemed endless. 

Finally, Adam took my hand in his. “I 
should have known,” he said. “It was crazy 
of us, Julia, to try to make our own rules 
about love. I’ve been thinking about it for 
weeks, because I knew I loved you so much 
I wanted to share my whole life with you, 
not just a few hours at the end of a day.” 

Mama was crying softly. “Julia,” she 
managed, “why didn’t you tell me?” 

“How could I, Mama.” I cried. 

“I’m your mother,” she said simply. 

“Oh, Julia.” Adam said, “Why did you 
try to carry all your troubles around by 
yourself? You never even told me about 
taking care of your family. I only found 
out from your mother while they were 


trying to save your life. You wouldn’t even 
let me share your worries.” 

“You said people make their own 
troubles, Adam,” I whispered. “You said 
you didn’t want worries and marriage and 
children and debts, you said—” 

“Sometimes a man can be wrong, Julia,” 
Adam cut in. bowing his head so as not to 
look at me. “I want very much to marry 
you.” 

I turned my own head away to hide the 
tears. “Adam. you don’t have to marry _ 
me just because—” 

“Because I love you?” he cut in again. 


HERE WASN’T much chance to hide 

from people around the hospital the fact 
that I was expecting before Adam and I 
were married. That was the cross we had 
to bear for our sin, I suppose. 

Most of all, Mama knows, and Adam and 
I know. But through suffering I have 
learned that no one person has claim to 
all the strength and goodness in the world. 
Others have it. too. as Mama and Adam 
and Jeanette and Bobby proved when I 
needed them most. 

Jeanette went on to City College. and al- 
though I knew she had dreamed of going 
away, she never complained once. Adam 
and I help her all we can. And she is get- 
ting great satisfaction out of helping her- 
self. Bobby has a good job after school 
now, and Mama takes care of the baby 
while Adam and I are working. 

I am not a shining woman in white to 
my family now, but they all have their own 
feeling of being self-supporting and con- 
tributing something to our family life. They 
don’t have to feel completely dependent 
upon me. 

I suppose I will always feel some shame 
for the mistake Adam and I made, but the 
new life I found—with his love surround- 
ing me—is richer than any I ever dreamed 


possible. THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


Singer Mary Louise, who gave up 
her New York radio show to do vaudeville 
in Argentina, has decided that life in 
Buenos Aires is most pleasant indeed and 
has settled there more or less permanently. 
Singer Claudia McNeil, who won 
fame during her appearance in the Broad- 
way production of Langston Hughes’ Sim- 
ply Heavenly—stopped the show twice a 
night with her Pearl Bailey type carryings 
on—was not too long ago featured singer 
with the Katherine Dunham Dance Group. 
Howell and Radcliffe did a Dean 
Martin and Jerry Lewis—they split. How- 
ell found out that Radcliffe would rather 
relax and play golf than work so much— 
so he’s returned to his old partner, Buddy 
Bowser. Together, Howell & Bowser are 
the most. 


Remember cute little Toni Harper, 
who became a singing sensation at the age 
of six with The Candy Store Blues? Well. 
she’s grown up now, married and expecting 
a little candy bar. 

Tan dancer Jerry Gray, whose tor- 
rid love meetings with actor Marlon Bran- 
do were exposed in Confidential has quiet- 
ly settled down with her ofay husband and 
waiting the arrival of a little dancer. 

New York’s fabulous Rinkydinks 
(members are all musician’s wives) trans- 
formed the Savoy Ballroom into OK Corral 
and built their ’57 autumn dance around a 
Western theme. Gals wore real western 


style boots flown in from Texas—gift of a 
filthy rich Texan who wears diamonds in 
his own boots and the girls’ were exact 
replicas—diamonds and all. 
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place as partners. Your friend could run 
it for us,” I said. 

He studied me for a moment. “You'd 
make me a good partner all right. You 
bout the only one around here that I could 
trust.” 

“Then we'll do it?” 

“We'll go see my friend tomorrow and 
talk some more,” he said. 


The next evening Sheik introduced me 
to a short, stout man whose face seemed 


to glisten continually with oily perspiration 
even though he was constantly wiping it. 
Sheik called him D. D. It didn’t take him 
long to agree to manage our club. The 
‘staff men’ were two of Sheik’s strong- 
irm boys. Snake and Pinhead. 

In a few more days the creation of Billy 
Youngblood’s Palace began. Outside of 
yutting up the money, I had little to do 
ith it except to sign the various papers 
sheik placed before me. Everything from 
he liquor license to the sales tax forms 
sted me as sole proprietor. That’s how 
Sheik Bailey wanted it. 

“People ain’t used to associating me with 
legit. No use confusing ’em,” he 


other 


othing 


iid. 


N THREE MONTHS the building was 
ready. We had a plush, low-ceilinged 
om with a 40-foot chrome and leather 
ar, tables and chairs for almost three 
indred people, plus a stage for a full 
ind. There wasn’t a place in the entire 
ty to equal it. I had spent close to 
10.000. But, as Sheik said, it was all there 
re I could see it and it would earn me 
any times that much. 
Our waitresses were imported from New 
rk City. They were all tall, sexy crea- 
ires that knew how to push _ business. 
himself was to watch over the cash 
gister so the waitresses couldn’t swindle 
Sheik’s two musclemen would 
rve as floormen to seat customers and 
We were all set for opening 
ght and I didn’t know what J was ex- 
ted to do. I asked Sheik about this and 
laughed at my anxiety. 
“You got the hardest job of all, Billy 
ingblood. At the end of each night 
). D. brings you the money and the record- 
» tape outta the cash register. You make 
ure they tally, then you put the money in 
night deposit vault at the bank. You 
ilso have to keep the books and sign the 
ecks. Outside of that heavy work, you 
ytta relax and enjoy yourself.” 
[his pleased me well enough, but my 
mscience bothered me about doing so 
little and I said so. Sheik threw an arm 
round my shoulders paternally. 
‘Remember, Billy Youngblood, we the 
sses. The brains and the money, that’s 
ou and me. We paying these other bums 
sund here to do the work. You watch 


house. 


ep order. 





Young Blood 


(Continued from Page 31) 


the money and /’/] watch them. That way 
everything be all right,” he said. 

And that’s the way it was. Billy 
blood’s Palace was an immediate success. 
We featured good entertainment and low 
prices. We packed them in every night. 

I began to feel that I'd finally realized 
my ambitions. I was a celebrity. I was 
known. Heads turned to follow when I 
passed. People went out of their way to 
speak to me. Top glamour girls vied for 
my attention. My name began to appear 
in the newspaper columns which detailed 
the doings of the sporting set. William 
Steptoe, the name my father had made so 
respected in the community was forgotten. 
I was Billy Youngblood. restaurateur and 
man-about-town! 

About two months later I was standing 
at the bar drinking beer with D. D., Snake 
and Pinhead a few minutes before open- 
ing time, when I heard the phone ring in 
my private office at the rear of the club. 
I rushed back to answer it and absent- 
mindedly set my empty beer bottle down 
on one of the tables as I passed. When I 
returned the bottle was still there, but I 
took a slightly different route and it was 
a couple of tables away. I didn’t bother 
to detour and pick it up. 

“All right, Buster, pick up that bottle 
you left there.” 

Buster! I turned in the direction from 
which the voice had come. On the far 
side of the room stood a waitress with her 
hands full of ashtrays. She was busy 
getting the tables ready for the influx of 
customers. The table I had marred with 
the bottle had already been prepared. 

She was a new girl because I didn’t 
recognize her, and obviously she didn’t 
know who / was. My first impulse was to 
ignore her and move on to the bar, but 
instead I took a good look at her. I could 
tell she didn’t have the fragil, sophisti- 
cated, sleekness of the other girls. She was 
shapely, but somewhat shorter than is 
stylish. Instead of the chic Italian cut or 
frisky pony tail, she wore her hair in a 
shoulder-length marcel. This made a nice 
frame for her face which, I imagined, could 
be quite lovely. At the moment the lips 
were pressed into a determined line and 
the large eyes flashed with annoyance. She 
was cute. 

I decided to give her a break. 
about the bottle,” I said. 

“T get paid to wait on the customers, not 
the hired help,” she said. 

Hired help! 

“Now listen here. . . 

“Just take that bottle off my table,” she 
ordered, and ended the conversation by 
turning her back on me to continue her 
work. 

I could hear snickering at the bar, but 


Young- 


“Pm sorry 


” 










surprising even myself, I got the bottleg 
carried it back to the ber. : 

“Where'd we get her?” I asked D, D 

He grinned. “She’s new in town, upf 
the sticks. One of the regular girls hg 
quit so I hired her. She’s been we 
about three days.” 

“She’s a peppery little thing,” I saj 
I watched her work across the room 

“A real hustler, too,” agreed D. D. 
doing as much business as them 
broads already.” 

Snake snorted in disgust. He was 
hulk of a brute with a flat, beefy face, 
eyes were tiny, mean slits set wide 

“That broad’s too hincty. Somek 
got to take her down a peg,” he groy 

“Somebody like you?” D. D. asked, © 
“Maybe,” he answered. 

D. D. and Pinhead collapsed in laugl a 
Snake gulped his beer and slammed ty 
glass on the bar and limped toward th 
door. 

Pinhead explained, “Ol Snake give ¢ 
new gal a pinch on the behind last nigh 
and she slapped him in the face with 
wet bar rag. And when he went to gral 
her, she stomped on his corns. Ol’ Snak 
sat right down and cried. It was almos' tw 
hours before he could hobble enough to g 
home.” 

“She got plenty of spunk all right’ 
chuckled D. D. | 

“Maybe Ill do Snake a favor and také 
her down a peg,” I said. 

“Better make sure she knows you ain't 
just some of the hired help, before you 
try.” D. D. cracked. 

I just smiled to myself. It wouldn’t }4 
long before she understood who Bill 
Youngblood was. All she had to do was ti 
see how the chicks made over me and hov 
the sports respected me. Then it wouldn’ 
be so hard to get to her, I figured. 

Previously I hadn’t bothered with any o' 
the waitresses because Sheik Bailey had 
advised against mixing business with pleas 
ure, 

“Get ’em before you hires ’em or aitej 
you fires ’em,” he said. “When they work 
ing for you, leave ’em strictly alone, els 
you have trouble on your hands.” 

However, I told myself that this wouldnt 
be pleasure in the usual sense. This gi 
was too smart for her own good. It 
time she was pulled off her high horse. 
sides, my regular girl, Sheila, was 
ing too possessive. It was time I e 
away from her. 
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WAITED several days until I was sil 

that the new girl knew who I was. 
[ entertained a large group at one of he 
tables. I let her see how much it meal 
to people to be in good with me. I let 
see Sheila too, so she would know that 
was used to the best of everything. 

The next night I sat in my vflice 
called the bar on the house phone. I 8 
I was hungry and asked D. D. to send 
a menu by the new waitress. Then 
smoothed my processed hair, straightem 
my tie and sat back and waited. 
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finally 


It was a full twenty minutes before she 
arrived. 

“Say, girl...” I lit right into her, intend- 
ing to bawl her out for keeping me waiting, 


but she cut me off. 


“My name is Carole Lewis, Mr. Steptoe. 
Here is your menu,” she said brusquely. 
It had been many months since anyone 
1ad called me anything other than Billy 
Youngblood. I had almost forgotten my 


urname. Somehow it embarrassed me to 


hear it. 


“Billy Youngblood’s the name,” I told 


Will you order, please? I have to get 


back to my customers,” she said. 


‘T’ll order when I’m ready,” I snapped. 
She opened her mouth to say something, 
ut quickly clamped it shut again. 

I scowled at her. “If you have something 

say, say it.” 

If we’re going through all this simply 
ecause I asked you to remove a bottle 
rom a table a couple of nights ago, then 

| say I’m sorry. I didn’t know that you 

ere the boss and that you considered it 
privilege to mess up things.” 

She had me cold, but I blustered and 

pressed indignation. 

[ don’t know what you're talking about. 

iad forgotten about that. What’s the 
itter with you? I happen to be hungry. 
su happen to have brought the menu I 

for. That’s no reason for all this 


She slapped the menu down on the desk 
front of me. “Then will you please 

der? I'd like to get back to my paying 
tomers.” 


We stared across the desk at each other. 


Her eyes did not waver before my scowl. 


wasn’t the way I'd planned for things 
Instead of melting her resistance, I 
making it stronger. I knew I would 
to change my tactics. 
Sit down, Carole,” I said. 
\fter a slight hesitation she sat across 
i me. but she didn’t relax. It was more 
she was performing some unpleasant 


What 
1 her. 
She looked at me in surprise. “I don’t 
anything against you.” 
Then why are we fighting?” 
('m not fighting with you, Mr. Steptoe.” 
{nd why do you keep calling me Mr. 


have you got against me?” I 


proe 4 
‘That’s your name, isn’t it? That’s 


vhat’s printed on the door to this office.” 


said. 
Everyone around here calls me Billy 
ungblood,” I said pointedly. 
She sniffed and shrugged her shoulders. 
So what’s wrong with that?” I de- 
inded. 
it sounds silly and childish,” she an- 
“But if you like it.” She let 
voice trail off with another shrug. 
| suspected she was intentionally nee- 
ling me and decided against the sharp 
which came to my lips. Instead I 


ered 





walked over to the cabinet in which I kept 
my private liquor supply. 

“May I fix you a drink?” I asked. 

“No, thank you.” 

“You don’t drink?” 

“Not while I’m working. 

“You’re not working now.” 

“You firing me?” 

“No.” 

“Then I’m working. No, thanks.” 

It was exasperating. She sat there on 
the edge of her chair countering my moves 
as effortlessly as if I were some school- 
boy. 

“You can’t be very hungry,” she said. 
“Why don’t you just let me send you in 
a sandwich?” 

“All right.” I sighed. 

She got to her feet. “I'll send you a ham 
sandwich.” 

“Don’t send it,” I said. “I want you to 
bring it—if you don’t mind. I want to talk 
to you.” 

She looked at me inquiringly. “About 
what?” 

“T don’t 
acquainted.” 

Now her smile grew friendly although 
her words were still teasing. 

“Are you making a pass at me, Mr. 
Steptoe?” 

“Of course not.” I answered too quickly 
and tried for too much innocence. My 
voice cracked. We both realized how 
absurd I sounded and our laughter was 
spontaneous. 

“Well. maybe a little one.” I admitted. 

Her smile became thoughtful as she 
looked at me. She seemed to be trying to 
make up her mind about me. 

“T’ll send you the sandwich. We'll talk 
some other time.” she said. 

I sensed that I had made some headway 
and was about to press for a definite com- 
mitment, when the office door was suddenly 
pushed open and Sheila stood looking at 
us coldly. 

“Don’t you know how to knock on closed 
doors?” My voice was harsh. 

Without answering me. she _ walked 
across to Carole and slowly looked her up 
and down. Carole watched her with pa- 
tient amusement. This seemed to anger 
Sheila and she turned to me. 

“You shouldn’t play with the help. 
Billy,” she said. “It’s unfair to the cus- 
tomers.” 

“Mr. Steptoe wasn’t 
said softly. 

Sheila stiffened momentarily and her 
eyes blazed. “What does she mean?” she 
demanded. 

I picked up the menu from my desk. 
“She means that I was ordering something 
to eat. Not that I feel it’s any of your 
business.” 

Carole reached over and took the menu 
from me. “I'll send your sandwich right 
in, Mr. Steptoe,” she said. 

Without looking at Sheila’s angry face, 
she started out. Just before she closed the 
door she stuck her head back inside. 


” 


know exactly—just to get 


” 


playing,” Carole 


“Shall I send in something for your 
friend, too?” she asked sweetly. “A saucer 
of milk, perhaps?” 

Sheila spun around in a rage, but Carole 
was gone. 


Fror THE NEXT few minutes Sheila had 
quite a bit to say about designing 
waitresses and what she would do with any 
she caught fooling with me. She wound 
up her tirade with the news that her mother 
was ill in Chicago and she wanted to visit 
her. I didn’t believe it. Sheila had a weak. 
ness for horse racing and the tracks around 
Chicago were about to open. However, | 
gave her the money she asked for and told 
her she should leave right away. This 
would leave me free to go after Carole 
without any unpleasant interruptions. 

When she had gone, I went to the per. 
sonnel file and got out Carole’s folder. | 
copied down her address and phone nun- 
ber. I also learned that she was just 2] 
years old and that she was from a little 
country town not too far away. A hick like 
her, I thought to myself, ought to be a 
cinch for Billy Youngblood. 

The first thing I did when I awakened 
the next day was to phone her. A strange 
woman answered, evidently her landlady. | 
asked her to tell Miss Lewis that Billy 
Youngblood was on the phone. 

The landlady returned to the phone. 

“Miss Lewis says she is very sorry. Mr. 
Youngblood, but she’s too busy to come 
to the phone. She doesn’t know when she'll 
be free. Thank you for calling.” she said. 

That was that, I told myself as I hung 
up the phone. If Carole Lewis thought she 
could play games with Billy Youngblood. 
she was going to be disappointed. There 
were plenty of women who would come 
running if I gave the word. I didn’t need 
her. 

A brisk shower and four cups of coffee 
later I knew that it was no good. For some 
reason I was unable to turn off my interest 
in Carole Lewis so quickly. I kept re- 
membering the pleasant sensation I'd felt 
when she’d smile at me the night before. 
I decided to make one more effort to reach 
her by phone. 

While dialing, I got an idea. When the 
landlady answered. I changed my voice 
slightly. “Would you please call Miss 
Lewis to the phone? Tell her it’s William 
Steptoe calling.” 

Barely seconds later I heard Carole’s 
cheery voice on the line. 

“Hello Mr. Steptoe. how’re you this 
morning?” 

Her lightness reminded me of the curt 
rebuff I got on my first call. 

“You don’t sound so busy,” I growled. 

Her laughter rang out over the wires. 
“I was too busy to talk to anyone with a 
goofy name like Billy Youngblood.” 

“Why do you keep trying to insult me?’ 
I asked. 

“You insult yourself when you permit 
people to call you by such an awful name. 

There didn’t seem to be much point in 
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arguing with her about it, so I got down 
to cases. 

“When can I see you?” 

“Well—tomorrow is my night off. You 
ean come over then,” she said. 

Her straightforwardness was the last 
thing I expected and it threw me off bal- 
ance. 

“Would you rather take me out some- 
where?” she asked. “I suggested coming 
over here because [ thought you’d welcome 
a quiet evening for a change.” 

“Why don’t you come up to my place? 
It’s quiet enough here. We can talk.” 

She giggled. “I won’t come up there. 
You’d start something and our friendship 
will be over before it starts. You should 
be ashamed for asking me.” 

“Now look here. . . .” 

It was no use, I couldn’t budge her. 
Either we would meet on her terms or not 
at all. I agreed. 


HE FOLLOWING EVENING I drove 

around to her rooming house. I was 
surprised. Most of the women I’d become 
accustomed to in my new life lived in as 
flashy a neighborhood as they could afford. 
They were partial to the newest apartment 
buildings and hotels near the Avenue. 
Carole lived a considerable distance from 
this area in a very conservative neighbor- 
hood: 

She seemed glad to see me when she 
met me at the front door and led me into 
a small room right off the living room. 
It had once been a sun porch, but now it 
was closed in and furnished as a den. I 
was as nervous as a high school boy on 
his first date. There was no longer any 
thought in my mind that I could seduce 
Carole with a snap of my fingers; I no 
longer wanted to. Yet, I was more attracted 
to her than ever. 

Her landlady came in to meet me. Her 
name was Mrs. Matthews and I liked her 
at once. She gave my hand a hearty shake 
and squinted up at me. 

“Young William Steptoe,” she said. 
“You look just like your father did in his 
young days.” 

Involuntarily I stiffened at the mention 
of my father. People who remembered him 
rarely approved of me. But Mrs. Matthews 
showed no sign of criticism. 

“Your father sold me this house twenty 
years ago. Financed it himself when no one 
else would take a chance on me because 
I was a widow with little security. He was 
a fine man,” she said. “From the way 
Carole talks about you, you must be very 
much like him.” 

I looked at Carole, but she was busy ad- 
justing the window shades. Mrs. Matthews 
left to get me a cool drink and I walked 
over to Carole. I turned her gently to face 
me. 

“So. You’ve been saying nice things 
about me behind my back,” I said. 

“Just a few little things,” she admitted 
with a smile. “Nothing to endanger your 
standing with the sporting folk.” 


“You don’t like my friends, do you?” 

Her face hardened a bit with emotion. 
“I think they are a lazy bunch of parasites. 
I thing they are mean, treacherous and 
without any scruples.” 

“You’re all wrong,” I said heatedly. 
“You're just like a lot of people in this 
town. You don’t like them because you 
don’t understand them. They’re individu- 
alists. They believe happiness is more im- 
portant than phony inhibitions. I know 
them as generous, kindhearted friends.” 

Carole looked at me pityingly. “You 
really believe that. don’t you?” 

“After my father died, these so-called 
‘sporting folk’ were the only ones who 
didn’t anticipate the worst from me. None 
of Dad’s friends came forward and tried 
to help me. That was left for a man they’d 
all like to spit on, Sheik Bailey.” 

She looked at me curiously. “Is Sheik 
Bailey really your partner in the Palace?” 

“Why?” 

“Everybody knows that he is a racketeer. 
Someday he’s going to jail. If he’s your 
partner, you may be in trouble, too.” 

I laughed at her earnestness. “People 
have been trying to get something on the 
Sheik for years, but he’s too smart for 
them. Anyway, my club is strictly legiti- 
mate and I have nothing to do with Sheik’s 
other activities.” 

“You'd better hope they have nothing to 
do with you,” she said. 

Something in her voice startled me, but 
before anymore was said, Mrs. Matthews 
was back with a tray of limeade and 
cookies. Limeade and cookies! I was glad 
the boys couldn’t see me now. 

And that wasn’t the worst of it. Mrs. 
Matthews’ passion was pinochle. For the 
next three hours the three of us played. I 
have to confess that I enjoyed it. About 
eleven-thirty Mrs. Matthews excused her- 
self and went up to bed. 

Carole wasn’t sleepy and I was able to 
persuade her to go for a ride in my con- 
vertible. We rode up on the bluff overlook- 
ing the lake and parked. We talked for a 
time about trivial matters and, when I’d 
gotten up my nerve, I kissed her. Both of 
us were deeply stirred. She pressed close 
to me and returned the kiss with fervor. 
For a moment she went limp, then she 
suddenly pulled away. 

I didn’t try to hold her. We sat inches 
apart and looked at each other, neither of 
us finding anything to say. Finally she 
moved back into my arms and rested her 
head on my shoulder. I felt as though I 
could sit like that for the rest of my life. 
Her body was warm against mine and her 
hair soft under my cheek. It was heavenly. 

A jalopy full of teen-agers pulled up 
not far from us. They were in high spir- 
its. Their radio was blasting out the latest 
rock and roll, and they were singing and 
clapping time. Carole and I exchanged 
rueful grins and I started the engine and 
drove back toward town. 

On the ride back I realized how late it 
was getting. I would soon have to get over 
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the Palace and take the night’s receipts 
to the bank. Since my duties were very 
slight, | made it a point to be conscientious 
ibout them. 

“Guess I’d better be getting you home,” 
| said to Carole. 

‘Why? I’m not the least bit sleepy,” she 
aid. She slid over against me and I slipped 
one arm around her shoulders. 

‘Well. I have to stop by the club and 
pick up the loot and put it in the night 
leposit vault at the bank,” I explained. 

“Will that take long?” 

‘ No. a Bh 

‘Then why don’t I go with you? After- 
wards we could go to an all night drive-in 
and have hamburgers,” she said. 

“That’s a deal,” I said, wondering why 
| hadn’t thought of it. 

When Carole and I entered the club to- 
cether it created a small sensation. I an- 
ticipated a few raised eyebrows, but I 
hadn’t imagined the brazen stares and 
smirks we got. Normally I would have 
thought little of the smart-alecky, some- 
times off-color, cracks that were made. I 
would have accepted them, even enjoyed 
them, as signs of envy. But with Carole 

the picture, I felt embarrassed. 

We went into my office and D. D. brought 
me the tape out of the cash register and the 
cash taken in for the night. I checked the 
total shown on the tape against the amount 
of cash. They tallied as always. I then 
made out the bank deposit slip. 

All the while, Carole watched me closely. 
[ was flattered by her interest. 

“Ts that all you do?” She wanted to 
know. 

“No. I have to sign all the checks and 
make up the payroll once a week,” I said. 

But who does the buying? Who looks 
ifter the stock?” 

‘D. D. takes care of all that. All I have 

» is count the money,” I said. 

She looked at me. “How do you know 
what’s going on around here? How do you 
know your business is being run prop- 


[ patted the pile of money. “When the 
money’s right, business is right.” 

There’s more to running a_ business 
than counting the money, Will. You are 
e owner. You are responsible for every- 
ng.” she said severely. 

Maybe I knew instinctively that Carole 
1s telling me right and that’s why I didn’t 

t to hear it. I stepped close to her and 
lted her face up toward mine. 


You know what I want from you?” I 
ked 

What?” 

! kissed her lightly on the lips. 

And when I want advice, I'll get it 


ym an expert,” I said. 
frowned as though ready to argue 
1e point, but I wrapped her up tightly in 
my arms and kissed her hard. Her arms 
id up my back and around my neck, and 

business was forgotten. 
had our hamburgers at the 
drive-in, we rode around until dawn, not 


After we 





saying much, just happy to be together. 

When I got her to her rooming house, 
Carole found her landlady up fixing break- 
fast. The pair of them had no trouble per- 
suading me to stay and eat with them. I 
finally got home after the sun had climbed 
high in the sky. I got into bed, but I wasn’t 
sleepy. My mind was too full of Carole. 
I lay awake a long while dreaming silly 
things. 


HEN CAROLE was ready to go to 

work that night I was at her door to 
drive her to the Palace. Even though I was 
her boss, I hadn’t been able to talk her 
into taking the night off with pay. She had 
a job to do and she didn’t want any special 
privileges, she told me. 

I was supposed to join Sheik Bailey and 
some of the boys at his apartment for a 
poker game, but I hung around the club 
trying to talk to Carole while she worked. 
I sat at a table in her section and, be- 
tween customers, she sat with me and 
talked. Business was brisk as usual and 
Carole was a popular waitress. She soon 
needed my table for customers. 

I got up and wandered unhappily around 
the room. Many of the customers were 
friends of mine and invited me to join 
them. But I couldn’t stir up any interest 
in drinking and listening to a lot of clever 
talk that didn’t really mean anything. 

Finally I drifted back to my office and 
got out the record books and a bundle of 
cash register tapes covering the past few 
weeks. One of my duties was to see that 
all government taxes were paid. This 
wasn’t a difficult task, but with four hours 
to kill, I dragged it out. 

With no real purpose in mind, I sat 
idly matching one set of figures with an- 
other. After a while I noticed a curious 
thing. Although the number of customers 
appeared to me to be just as great as 
when we first opened, the books showed 
that the margin of profit had been drop- 
ping steadily. I checked the expenses and 
found we were only buying about half as 
much liquor as we once did. 

It was hard for me to believe that we 
weren’t selling as many drinks. Sheik had 
just hired another bartender to keep pace 
with the waitresses’ steady stream of or- 
ders. I went over my figures for errors: 
there weren’t any. 

The telephone rang. It was Sheik Bailey 
calling to find out why I wasn’t at the 
poker game. I explained to him what I 
had discovered. 

His silk-smooth chuckle came out of the 
phone. “I wouldn’t worry too much, Billy 
Youngblood. It’s just a seasonal slump.” 

“We keep a packed house all the time,” 
I pointed out. 

“You say, according to your own rec- 
ords, we ain’t buying as much likker as we 
used to.” A tinge of impatience crept into 
his voice. “Ain’t no way for us to be 
selling as much.” 

“T suppose that’s so,” I admitted weakly. 

The smooth laughter returned. “Billy 


Youngblood, you got a lot to learn yet, 
But don’t you worry none, Ol’ Sheik ain't 
gonner let neither of us lose a quarter.” 

“All right,” I said. I could imagine him 
examining his fingernails as he talked. 

“What time you gonner make it to the 
game?” he asked. 

“Oh—maybe I'd better pass this one up 
tonight,” I answered vaguely. 

“Gonner chase after that lil’ waitress 
again tonight?” 

The question took me unawares. Sheik 
had not been in the Palace the night be. 
fore when I arrived with Carole. Some. 
one in the place must be carrying tales, | 
thought. I didn’t like it. 

“Somebody’s sure got a big mouth 
around here,” I said with ill-humor. 

“They didn’t mean no harm.” The 
Sheik’s voice was smooth. “They just hate 
to see a nice young boy took in by a slick 
waitress. But I ain’t worried ’cause Sheila 
will be back in town tomorrow and that 
will be the end of that. Right?” 

Somehow I couldn’t explain to Sheik 
Bailey how I felt about Carole over the 
phone. I mumbled something about hoping 
Sheila’s mother was better and hung up. 

I put the books and tapes back into the 
safe and locked it. If Sheik Bailey said 
everything was all right, then I was going 
to take his word for it. I had believed in 
him enough to invest $40,000. It was no 
time to stop now. 

There was a knock at the door and Car- 
ole came in with a tray. It held a thick 
ham sandwich and a glass of beer. 

“T got a break, so I brought you some- 
thing to eat,” she said. 

She came around the desk and placed 
the tray in front of me. I pulled her into 
my lap and kissed her. For a while she 
didn’t resist, and when we finally sepa- 
rated, both of us were flushed and breath- 
ing hard. She tried to get up, but I held 
her tightly. 

“T’ve got to get back to work,” she pro- 
tested. 

I kissed her eyelids. “I’m going to fire 
you,” I said. “Your work comes between 
us. 

“D. D. wouldnt let you, as busy as we 
are,” she laughed. 

“Don’t hand me that. I just finished 
going over the books. Business is slow,” | 
said. 

She looked at me. “You'd better check 
your arithmetic. I know I’m busy and the 
other waitresses say they are busier than 
they have ever been.” 

“They're just talking. This is the slow 
season,” I said. remembering what Sheik 
had told me. 

Carole insisted, “There’s not a girl in the 
club that makes under $30 a night in tips. 
You don’t make that kind of money unless 
customers are spending like mad.” 

“This doesn’t make sense,” I argued. 
“According to the books—” 

“Are the books accurate?” 

“Certainly. I keep them myself. Dollar 
for dollar I can account for every penny 
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we take in and every penny spent. Accord- 
ing to these figures, business is slow.” 

She thought about this for a moment and 
then she asked, “How do you know how 
much money the club takes in?” 

“I get the tapes out of the cash register 
and check its total against the actual cash.” 

“Why don’t you compare the waitresses’ 
checks with the actual cash?” she asked. 

“DP. D. does that, I suppose . . ., before 
he turns the money and the tapes over to 
me,” I answered. 

Her eyebrows went up. “D. D. does, 
does he?” 

I frowned. “What are you trying to 
say?” 

For a long moment, she looked at me. 
Then she got off my lap and started for 
the door. 

“T’ve got to get back to work.” she said. 
‘T'll see you at closing time.” She paused 
at the door. “Why don’t you compare the 
money and the checks tonight, just for 
fun?” 

“You believe that D. D. is pulling a fast 
one on Sheik and me?” 

“Who can pull a fast one on Sheik 
Bailey?” she asked sarcastically as she 
went out. 


] PICKED UP the house phone and got 

D. D. on the line. I told him to bring me 
last week’s checks turned in by the wait- 
resses. 

There was a long pause before he finally 
said, “Sheik told me not to let anybody see 
those checks. You got the tapes, you don’t 
need no checks.” 

The sullenness in his voice irritated me. 
I was sure he was hiding something and I 
didn’t believe Sheik would tell him not to 
show me the checks. 

“There’s no reason why I shouldn’t see 
those checks,” I said. “You bring them to 
me... or shall I come for them?” 

He mumbled something about having to 
look for them and hung up. I got the pre- 
vious week’s cash register tapes out of the 
safe. They had tallied with the money 
turned in last week, so the checks ought to 
also, I believed. I began totaling the tapes 
on the adding machine. After almost half 
an hour, D. D. came in. Sheik Bailey was 
with him. They were arm in arm, like old 
buddies. I wasn’t prepared to see them 
together and it flustered me. 

Sheik had always been my shield, my 
protector. Without his backing I was noth- 
ing and I knew it. Now it was clear that 
Sheik Bailey wasn’t on my side. It was a 
shock, 

I waved a nervous hand over the work I 
was doing. “Just trying to find out what’s 
wrong with business,” I stammered. 

“Business is slow,” Sheik answered. 

“The waitresses say it is good.” I was 
trying to explain, but Sheik turned to D. D. 
with sardonic humor. 

“I wonder what waitress said that?” he 
asked. 

D. D. smirked. “That ain’t hard to figure. 
It’s bound to be that new girl, Carole. 
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She’s trying to beat Sheila’s time. She’s 
liable to say anything.” 

A cold glance passed between D. D. and 
[. There was no longer any mystery about 
who told Sheik about Carole and I. Anger 
gave me courage. 

“The waitresses are making $30 a night 
in tips, the place is always crowded. Busi- 
ness ought to be better than the books 
show,” I said. 

“What do you expect to prove by look- 
ing at the checks?” Sheik asked gently, as 
though I were a dull child. 

My reply was heated. “If the checks 
don’t show the same money as the tapes, 
then somebody is trying to pull some- 
thing.” 

D. D. dropped his chin down on his chest 
and scowled at me out of the tops of his 
eyes. 

“You mean me?” he demanded. 

“Shut up, D. D.!” Sheik’s voice cracked 
like a whip. 

He took a tiny gold file from his pocket 
and worked on his nails unhurriedly while 
D. D. and I glared at each other. When he 
finally spoke, the fluid had returned to his 
oice. 

“Billy Youngblood, you just starting out. 
[ been around a long time. I oughtta know 
: little bit more about what’s happening. 
When I tell you everything is all right, it 
is. I told D. D. not to give you them checks 
because they only contuse you. Ain’t no 
vaitress’ checks going to ever add up to the 
ame as the cash register tapes.” 

He looked straight at me. “All wait- 

sses is liars and crooks. A slick waitress 

in fix up a check so the devil hisself get 
confused "bout what she charging for. 
rhat’s the reason the house don’t pay no 
ttention to checks. We gets our money 

cording to what she actually takes away 
rom the bar on her tray. What she col- 
lects from the customers is her business. 
\laybe that’s what they call tips.” 

It all sounded so logical, I began to feel 
foolish. 

‘I guess I got carried away,” I apolo- 

zed. 

“Yeh.” Sheik said drily. “You nearly 

in a good setup because some cute wait- 

s gets ambitious and figures that she’s 

art enough to turn you against your 
riends.” 

! was too ashamed to even look at them. 
[ heard D. D.’s high-pitched laughter. 

That Carole sure played you for a 
onkey,” he said to me. 

She was just trying to help me,” I 
gued. She couldn’t have known what the 
ther girls were doing.” 

“Other girls.” D. D.’s voice squeaked 

ith indignation. “That chick is just about 
he slickest operator in here.” 

He threw a package of checks on my 
desk. “When you started yelling for checks 
| guessed it was something like this. So 
| got out this bundle of her checks. Take 

look at ’em and get an education.” 

Numbly I shuffled through the packet. 
\t least half of them showed overcharges 





ranging from a few cents to several dollars. 
I tossed them back to D. D. I felt as though 
I'd been kicked in the stomach. 

“You want me to fire her?” he asked. 

“No,” said Sheik. “What happened ain’t 
no reason to lose a hustling waitress. Now 
that Billy Youngblood knows what she is, 
she ain’t gonna cause no more trouble. 
Besides, Sheila be back tomorrow.” 

I barely heard them talking. All my 
senses seemed dulled by the shock of dis- 
covering that Carole was no more than a 
common thief. I wanted to cry. After a 
while the click of the door told me that I 
was alone. 


I STARED at the green blotter on my 

desk until D. D. returned with the tape 
and money for that night. As he was leav- 
ing, Carole entered. He looked from her 
to me. He giggled. 

“Have a good night, Baby?” he asked. 

She fastened her eyes on a spot six 
inches over his head. “Pretty good,” she 
replied blandly. 

D. D. winked at me and went out. Carole 
looked after him, puzzled at his attitude, 
then she turned to me. 

“Look,” I said. “You’d better get a cab 
and go on home. I’m busy.” 

“Oh, Will I see you tomorrow?” 

“Sheila will be back tomorrow. I guess 
we'd better call it off.” 

Her eyes clouded as though she’d been 
struck. 

“wel...” 

Suddenly I was afraid I would cry if she 
stayed near me much longer. “Beat it,” 
I said harshly. “You’ve had it.” 

Without another word, she turned for 
the door. I couldn’t resist a parting shot. 

“Oh. by the way. I looked over some 
checks as you suggested. Some of yours.” 

She paused and for a moment I hoped 
that she would turn around and explain 
the whole thing to me. But she continued 
on her way out the door. I slumped over 
my desk, filled with more sickness than I’d 
ever known. 

The next night Sheik gave a party at 
the Palace. It was a “welcome home” party 
for Sheila. All the big time sports and 
their women were on hand and it prom- 
ised to be the usual boisterous, rollick- 
some affair. 

Sheik had several tables reserved for his 
guests and he had a waitress assigned to 
take care of their needs. It was Carole. 

She went about her tasks with an impas- 
sive expression. When she was called to 
the table where I sat with Sheik and Sheila, 
I avoided looking at her. But Sheila glared 
at her each time. I was certain that she’d 
been told about Carole and me. 

After she’d had several drinks, Sheila 
began making remarks directed at Carole. 
But she gave no indication that she heard 
them. Things came to a head when Carole 
started past our table with a large tray 
laden with glasses of beer. Sheila watched 
her approach with hatred in her eyes. Sud- 
denly she called her loudly. 


“You! Girl, wait a minute.” 

Carole stopped and looked at her quietly, 

“Take this filthy ashtray away and bring 
me a clean one,” Sheila ordered. 

“All right,” said Carole. “As soon ag] 
serve these drinks.” 

She started on, but Sheila reached oy 
and grabbed a corner of her apron. 

“Right now,” she snarled. “I can’t stan( 
the sight of it another minute. You ough; 
to have better sense than to leave some. 
thing like this in front of customers.” 

“In a minute,” said Carole carefully, 

“Now,” Sheila insisted with a tug 
Carole’s apron. 

Carole took a deep breath. When sh 
spoke, it was through clenched teeth. 

“T only have two hands. What do you 
expect me to do with this beer?” 

Sheila bared her teeth in a nasty sneer, 
“A smart witch like you ought to be able 
to figure that out.” 

“All right.” Carole said, level-voiced. 

Very deliberately she raised the tray oj 
beer several inches and tipped it forward 
so that the whole thing toppled. a cold, 
foaming mess, into Sheila’s lap. Sheil: 
screamed. Carole removed her apron and 
carefully placed it on the table. 

“Empty your own ashtray,” she said and 
stalked off. The Palace was in an uproar 

We managed to get Sheila, weeping and 
cursing, into my office. Sheik and I tried 
to calm her down. D. D. came in with a big 
grin on his face. 

“You'd better get rid of Carole.” Sheik 
said to him. 

“T thought you’d say that. so I alread; 
did it,” he said. “And. believe me, I don’ 
think anybody’ll have any trouble out o/ 
her for a long time.” He winked at Sheik. 
“Snake is teaching her some manners.” 

Ice raced through me. Snake’s teaching 
methods had left scars on strong men. | 
grabbed D. D. and swung him around. 
“Where are they?” I demanded. 

“Out in the alley. Why?” 

To get to the alley from my office, you 
had to go down a narrow hallway, through 
the furnace room and across a_ narrow: 
trash-filled yard. It took me 15 seconds. 

It was dark in the alley and I couldn’ 
see them at first. I heard a low moan of 
to one side. I jerked my head around and 
saw the huge. shadowy bulk of Snake. He 
was holding Carole’s sagging form agains! 
the wall with one huge paw. His head 
was turned toward me. but the light from 
the street was at my back and he saw m¢ 
only as a silhouette. 

“Who’s that?” he asked gruffly. 

I moved on him swiftly. He tried to de 
fend himself, but my strength came out 0! 
a white-hot rage that his animal brutality 
couldn’t match. I might have killed him. 
However, Sheik and D. D. had gotten Pin- 
head and followed me into the alley. The} 
pulled me off Snake. He fell in a heap ™ 
the middle of the alley, shivering and mak: 
ing mewing sounds like a sick kitten. 

I pulled away from the three men and 
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against the wall, breathing in short gasps. 
| looked around; Sheik Bailey and the 
other two were trying to drag Snake back 
into the club. 

As gently as I could, I slipped Carole’s 
coat over her shoulders and lifted her in 
my arms. She was as light as a feather. 
| carried her the length of the alley and 
round to the front of the Palace where my 
car was parked. Under the bright street 
lights I saw that her face was beginning 
to puff up where it was discolored by 
Snake’s blows. I got her to Mrs. Matthews 
as quickly as I could. 

While Mrs. Matthews examined Carole 
and treated her injuries, I sat in the par- 
Jour downstairs and tried to understand 
the things that were happening to me. 

Mrs. Matthews came downstairs. I was 
relieved to note that she did not appear to 
be too worried about Carole’s injuries. She 
told me that beyond a few bruises, Carole 
was all right. I was glad to hear this, but 
somehow, [ couldn’t shake off a feeling of 
hopeless melancholy that had gripped me. 

Mrs. Matthews studied me as I sat 
slumped in a chair. The cigarette I was 
holding almost burned my fingers before 
I stirred to put it out. I immediately lit 
another. 

“What kind of a man are you, William?” 
Mrs. Matthews asked in a quiet voice, 
without rancor. 

It was a question I couldn’t answer in so 
many words. How can one explain in 
words a lifelong attempt to conquer a feel- 
ing of inferiority? How could I make her 
know how it felt to be the inadequate son 
of a revered and talented man? Could she 
understand my loneliness? 

She asked again. “Do you like the life 
you're leading. William—hbeing a big sport, 
running a night club. hanging out with 
racketeers like Sheik Bailey? Is that the 
way you want to spend your life?” 

“I want people to like me,” I said. “And, 
more than anything. I want Carole.” My 
voice ended up in a_ hoarse, choked 
whisper. 

The kindly woman shook her head sadly 
as she turned away. 


THE DOOR BELL rang and she opened 

it to admit four men. They walked 
straight into the living room. One of them, 
a granite-faced giant, was obviously the 
leader. He looked at me contemptuously, 
then he asked of Mrs. Matthews, “How is 
Carole?” 

“She has a few painful bruises, but she'll 
be fine in the morning. She’s asleep now,” 
Mrs. Matthews told them. 

; “We were worried,” the big man said. 
This thing popped off before we were 
teady. She could have gotten hurt bad.” 

He reached into his pocket and pulled 
out a wallet containing a badge which he 
flashed at me. “All right, Billy Young- 
blood, let’s go,” he said. 

“What?” 

A “U. S. Treasury Department,” he growled. 
You are under arrest. The charge is pos- 


session and sale of untaxed whiskey.” 

My jaw dropped. I looked toward Mrs. 
Matthews, but she stood stolidly at the 
window with her back to me. 

“I don’t know what you're 
about,” I said. 

The man reached down and got me by 
the arm. “We'll show you.” he said. 

They took me back to the Palace. There 
were more treasury agents there. They had 
broken open the storeroom where D. D. kept 
the whiskey stores. Behind the few cases 
of liquor that had been purchased legiti- 
mately, were many more cases containing 
jars of clear liquid. It was bootleg whiskey 
made in nearby hills. they said. There was 
a table covered with food coloring and 
flavoring with which the “homemade” whis- 
key could be made to look and taste like 
the popular brands of scotch. bourbon and 
rye. There was also a funnel and a num- 
ber of empty “name brand” bottles waiting 
to be refilled and delivered to the bar. 

In this way Sheik and D. D. had been 
selling 200 or more gallons of their concoc- 
tion each week over the bar of the Palace, 
the agents charged. D. D.’s cash register, 
they told me. had been rigged so that the 
tape in it recorded only 40 per cent of the 


talking 


actual money taken in. 

They assumed this was done to hide 
from them the actual amount of business 
the club was doing. But I knew it was 
done to fool me also. I tried to explain this 
to the treasury agents, but they didn’t be- 
lieve me. 

I was led into my office where I saw 
Sheik Bailey, D. D., Snake and Pinhead. 
They were being guarded by still other 
agents. The four of them stood against a 
wall, staring vacantly at the floor. Snake’s 
face was a bulging. bloody mess. I forgot 
the circumstances momentarily and en- 
joyed the sight. 

“This is the last of them.” the granite- 
faced man said to the agents in the office. 

“Ok, let’s get them downtown,” was the 
reply. 

They made Sheik Bailey and the others 
move away from the wall and I could see 
that they were handcuffed together. Gran- 
ite face grasped my wrist and handcuffed 
me to Sheik. I looked down at our hands 
manacled together; my slender one and 
Sheik’s, stubby and gnarled, but well- 
manicured. 

Involuntarily I jerked my hand away. 
The short, metal chain between the two 
bracelets stiffened and Sheik’s hand fol- 
lowed mine. Slowly the full weight of my 
predicament pushed into my brain. I 
looked up at Sheik. His face was tired. 
There were lines in it I'd not seen before. 
He tried a smile, but it was only a shadow. 
All the self-assurance, the flamboyance 
was gone out of him. 

“You didn’t know from nothin’, did 
you?” he said to me. His voice was hol- 
low and fragile. “We used you, Billy 
Youngblood. You was the world’s prize 
sucker.” 

I tried to move away from him, but the 
chain held me. 





























for the New Year 


with //6H7ER BRIGHTEL 


Face the future confident of compli- 
ments for your lovely new complexion! 
Use Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, dark 
skin take on a new lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Creamatall 
drué 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 





BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 






To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 
AAS TR TI 


IMITATION 





ring with lovely imitation dia. 
monds in 1/30 14Kt yellow Gone 
Plate or Sterling Silver. we Be: 
oes i Tax and. postace 
on Money-Back Guarantee. 

Ring Co., Dept. 2138 
2349 Milwaukee Av.. Chicage 47, tii. 








=== SS See el 


<li me al, yet} 


See www ew eee = 


I$ YOUR ENGLISH 
HOLDING YOU BACK? 


fb helped thousands of men and women Se overcome the 
handicap of r English and to become effective speakers, 
writers, ona ciavernianallast. With my new C. 1. METHOD, 
you can stop making mistakes, build up your vocabulary, 
speed up your reading, develop writing skill, learn the ‘secrets 

of conversation. You don’t have to go back to school. Takes 
only 15 minutes a day at home. Costs little. 32-page booklet 
mail E upon request. Send me a card or letter TODAY! 


Don B der, Career i 
DEPT. 1401 25 East Jackson, Chicago 4, Iilinois 
Please mail me your FREE 33-page booklet on English. 


Name 











Address 





City Zone State. 





73 








| don’t expect you to believe me,” he 
vent on. “But I never figured you’d get 
mixed up in this. You a nice kid. Dumb, 
but you are the only person who ever really 
liked me. I didn’t want you hurt. I'll do 
iI] I can to get you outta this. I promise.” 

[ kept my eyes averted. After a moment 
he said. gently, “Carole never fixed no 

hecks. We did that too.” 

The agents herded us, single-file, through 
the empty night club. Its glitter and plush- 
ness looked cheap in the garish light which 
had been set up. There was a crowd on the 
sidewalk. They were all familiar faces to 
me. The sports, the avenue dandies, gam- 
blers and their women, whose laughter and 

mooth talk had been music to my ears. 

At first they watched in awed silence 

we crossed the sidewalk to the waiting 
van. Snake was first in line. In his nerv- 
usness. he stumbled on the step and fell 
forward into the van. Since we were all 
handcuffed together, his lurch yanked us 

|] forward in a sort of low-comedy dance. 
[he crowd laughed and that broke the 
nsion. 

‘See you round, Sheik—in ten or fifteen 

ars.” someone yelled. 

‘Yea. Billy. Will you still be ‘young- 

od’ when you get out?” 

[he van door slammed shut behind us 

d muffled the rest of it. 

Like vultures,” Sheik muttered. “They 

h a man down, they don’t stop short 
» bare bones.” 


| 0 WNTOWN., we were questioned fur- 
ther, fingerprinted and locked up in 
arate cells. The next morning I was 
back to the interrogation room to 
eranite-faced agent. He was alone. 
cuard bade me sit down opposite 
and left. The agent offered me a 
irette and lit it for me. 
Do you have anything to add to what 
yu said last night?” he asked. 
[ shook my head miserably and drew 
he cigarette. The agent rifled through 
1e papers. From time to time he looked 
at me. I wished he would send me 
back to my cell. I had no hope that he, or 
one, could believe I had been as naive 
out the whole affair as I had been. 
Sheik Bailey was the biggest bootlegger 
this area, has been for years,” he said, 
earing back in his chair. “We’ve known 
but could never get anything on him. 
But recently he made two mistakes. He 
old some raw corn whiskey to some silly 
kids. One of them got too much 
of it and she died. We traced that to 
Sheik, but we couldn’t prove it. 
His second mistake was his decision to 
into the night club business. The 200 
o gallons of illegal whiskey he pushed 
your bar, by the drink, brought him 
ich profit as 2,000 gallons sold by the 
pint or quart. He had a beautiful setup. 
You were a perfect shield . . .” 
Sucker,” I corrected him. 
He shrugged. “You came from a good 
ly. Your money was legit. You had a 


lege 


l m 





reputation for liking the glamorous life. 
There was nothing suspicious about you 
opening a night club. 

“We learned that Sheik Bailey was your 
partner and began to keep your club under 
surveillance. However. we learned very 
little until we were able to plant Carole 
Lewis on the inside as a waitress.” 

He went on to explain that the girl who 
had died from the poisoned whiskey had 
been Carole’s best friend. Carole had 
begged them to let her help catch the men 
responsible. When the chance came to 
plant someone inside the club, she seemed 
the logical person. She had worked as a 
waitress to pay her way in college, and 
there was no chance of Sheik tracing her 
connection with the treasury agents. After 
that it was simply a matter of compiling 
evidence. 

He finished his narration with a startling 
statement. 

“We've decided to release you,” he said. 

“You mean I’m free?” I hardly dared 
to believe my ears. 

“You are at liberty,” he said carefully. 
“We are fairly certain that you were not a 
party to the bootleg operation. However, 
you are still in plenty of trouble. As the 
legal owner of Billy Youngblood’s Palace, 
you are obligated to see that it is run ac- 
cording to law. The sale and storage of 
untaxed whiskey here was possible only 
because you were neglecting your duty. 
For that you are going to lose your license. 

“Also, the government has filed a lien 
against all your property because you are 
liable for the unpaid taxes on the money 
taken in by the club, whether you saw it 
or not. That. plus penalties, will amount 
to quite a sum. You'll probably stay out 
of jail, but you aren’t going to have much 
money left.” 

My personal belongings were returned 
to me and the agent walked with me to the 
elevator. 

“T want to thank you for believing I had 
no part in the bootlegging,” I said. 

For the first time, the man’s granite face 
cracked into a slight smile. 

“Your naive participation in the crime 
was one of the most emphatic notations in 
the reports we received from Miss Lewis. 
She will testify to that in court.” 

The agent let me ride down in the eleva- 
tor alone. I was thoroughly crushed. In 
less than twenty-four hours, my wonderful 
world had been destroyed. Of the glamour 
and tinsel with which I’d surrounded my- 


Read the exciting story 


self, there was not a trace. Billy Young. 


blood, man-about-town, the celebrated 
sportsman and night club owner, was no 
more. I was merely another guy in trouble 
with the law and lucky not to be behind 
bars. 

The greatest pain came out of knowing 
what an idiotic figure I must be to Carole. 
I recalled how I had strutted and lorded 
it around her. She had tried to warn me 
several times, I could see that now, but | 
had laughed at her. 

The elevator stopped at the ground floor 
and I started across the busy lobby toward 
the exit. 

“William—Will—” 

I heard it twice before I realized what it 
meant. 

She was sitting on a bench off in a cor- 
ner, half concealed by a potted fern. When 
I looked her way, she removed the dark 
glasses she was wearing and I could see 
one of her eyes was still puffed and dis. 
colored. The last trace of her experience 
with Snake the night before. 

I walked slowly over to where she sat. 
She took my hands and pulled me dow 
beside her. 

“T called—they told me you'd be re. 
leased this morning. I came down to wait,” 
she said. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“T wanted to tell you how sorry I am 
about the whole thing. I had to do what] 
did. Sheik Bailey was a criminal and he 
had to be stopped. If only it could have 
been done without hurting you.” 

“Tt happened for the best,” I said. 

“T know how much it meant to you to 
be a big shot; to be, Billy Youngblood.” 

I winced at the name. “You never liked 
me that way.” 

“T knew it wasn’t going to last. I didn’t 
want you to get hurt.” Her eyes went 
misty. “I’d like you anyway at all. Any- 
way you want to be. I'll call you Billy 
Youngblood if you want me to.” 

I felt the warmth of hope growing in me. 

“Would you call me Will?” I asked. 
“Wouldn’t you like that better?” 

Her smile was glorious. “Yes,” she an- 
swered. 

I ran my hand over my processed hair. 
“Tf I got a haircut—and a job—would you 
call me husband?” 

“T’d like that best of all,” she whispered. 

As I held her in my arms, I scanned the 
Court House Directory on the wall behind 
her. Marriage licenses could be gotten in 
Room 216. THE END 
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Blind Fool 


(Continued from Page 14) 


Birthday? My birthday? I remembered 
thinking about it coming up a week ago, 
hut now I had forgotten 

“Oh, it’s going to be a wonderful sur- 
prise party,” Vera was saying, with real 
delight mounting in her voice. “Frank has 
heen coming over with all kinds of ex- 
cuses, sneaking in some of the things I or- 
dered, like the three gallons of ice cream 
and that tremendous cake. I didn’t want 
George to get suspicious by deliverymen 
coming here, so I had it sent to Frank’s 
next door.” 

“Well,” Sadie said impatiently, “ 
like a lot of unnecessary fuss giving a sur- 
prise birthday party for somebody who 
can’t see half of what’s going on—” 

“Shut your mouth!” Vera said sharply. 
“If you’re going to talk like that, I’m sorry 
[ asked you to come over to help me get 


it seems 


everything all set up.” 

They were both quiet for a minute. That 
was good. When a man has just learned 
that he is a damned fool. he likes to have 
it quiet. 

Then I could hear 
softly, 


Vera’s voice again, 
“Oh, 


pens , 
it's going to 


this time compassionately. 
Aunt Sadie,” she was saying, 
he a wonderful party. So many of George’s 
old friends will be here. All the people we 
used to do things with.” 

“I know,” Sadie said. “You love him so 
much, Vera. But I hate to see you so young 
and so tied down to an invalid—” 


“Tied down!” 


couldn’t believe her ears. “Tied down being 


Vera said, as if she 
married to a man who will never look at 
another woman? Tied down to a man who 
will never know me as being any way but 
young and pretty and looking sleek? Other 
men will see me grow fat and ugly and 
they'll turn to look at younger girls, but 
for George I’ll always be twenty years old. 
Oh, Aunt Sadie, I’m a very lucky girl.” 

“Well—,.” Sadie said reluctantly. 

“This isn’t pity,” Vera cut in, “it’s love. 
George is all I ever wanted, and whether he 
tan see or not has nothing to do with it. 
If anything, it’s better this way. I can give 
more of myself to him. I can give him the 
entire world through my eyes—a sunrise, 
arainbow, the flowers of spring, the colors 
of fall. I can give George all these things, 
all tied up in a package of love.” Her voice 
fairly chimed with happiness. 

I turned around and groped my way 
back to my chair in the living room. I was 
glad I was blind. 


crying. 


I couldn’t see myself 


THE END 
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Poison Pen Letters 


(Continued from Page 37) 


1 Negro man. When we went to movies, I 
segan to notice that people stared at us. 


Sometimes I’d see disgust in the eyes of 


vhite men as they passed us on the street. 
n the washroom one afternoon, a carhop 
had been friendly with said, “Beth, I’ve 
een hearing some talk about you.” 

‘Yes? Such as what.” 

*“Well—” she stumbled. 

“Okay,” I said. “Out with it. What kind 


of talk did you hear?” 


“Well—somebody said—somebody said 

u’re a—” 

She stopped. 

‘A what?” 

“A nigger-lover.” 

“That’s what they said, huh?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“And what did you say?” 

“Nothing. What could I say?” 

‘You could have at least told them that 
he word is ‘Negro,’” I said. “Maybe the 
hole thing would have been true then.” 

‘You mean to say—?” 

“Yes, if you must know, although I don’t 
ee that it is any of your business. I’m in 
ve with a wonderful man who just hap- 


pens to be a Negro.” 


“The boss won’t like that,” the other 
irhop said. 
‘And who is going to tell him?” 
“I don’t know, Beth,” she said. “Some- 
dy might. Maybe he’ll see it for himself.” 
“Yeah.” I said, angrily, “I can just imag- 
e who'll tell him when to look.” 
“Well. I’m from the South.” she said, 
nd down there—” 
“T know all about it,” I said. “I’m from 
south, too. South Texas!” 
Then you understand?” 
“T sure do.” I said. 
The next day. I got fired. The manager 
d business was bad! 
I’m Irish and I’m red-headed. When that 
ian fired me, I got my first real taste of 


rejudice. It made me mad. I told that 


manager he could take my job and shove it. 
[t wasn’t a lady-like thing to say. but I 


uldn’t help myself. 

Tom was all broken up when he heard 
ut it. I told him not to worry, that 

erything would be all right. He said, 
maybe. He suggested that I come over 


to his apartment that night and cook din- 


'¥ 


for both of us. He said he wanted to 
lk to me. 

That night I cooked my first meal for 
broiled steak with all the trim- 


zs. After dinner. we washed the dishes, 


ng 


ym a 


fixed ourselves a drink, and sat on the liv- 


1 


| 


noe 


room floor, listening to records. Tom 


had an interesting collection. I was also 


rprised to learn that Tom was a better- 


han-fair amateur artist. 


You never told me that,” I said. 
Oh.” he said, “it’s just something that 
do.” 


iO 


“You do it very well,” I said. 

“Thank you.” 

“You need another 
“You’re too formal.” 

I went to the kitchen and mixed another 
drink for him. I made one for myself, too. 
We never got high or anything—just social 
drinking—but the cocktail did warm us, 
make the music sound just a little sweeter, 
the night more pleasant, Tom more bold. 

“T told you I wanted to talk to you.” Tom 
began after a while. “Well, I’ve been 
thinking—” 

“Oh!” 

“I’m serious,” he said. “I’ve been think- 
ing a lot about you and me. We seem to 
make a good couple. We understand each 
other. I was thinking that—” 

He stopped for a moment, as if he feared 
he was making a mistake. 

“Go on.” 

“T was thinking that I would like to pro- 
pose to you. But it could be too tough for 
you, marrying a Negro, I mean. Some- 
times I wish you were colored . . .” 

“But I’m not.” I said. “I’m white and 
I’m Irish and I’m red-headed and I’m hell 
sometimes when I get mad. I’m no bargain 
basement purchase, Lover Boy.” 

“You’re just saying all that. You’re the 
sweetest. most wonderful. the best person 
I’ve ever known. I wish—” 

“Nothing ventured, nothing gained—they 
say.” 

“You sound like you’re kidding me, 
Beth,” Tom said. “but I’m going to ask 
you: will you marry me?” 

“I love you, Tom. I'll be proud to be 
your wife.” 

The music was soft and the lights were 
low. When the question was finished and 
answered, we realized that we were meant 
for each other’s arms. We didn’t keep each 
other waiting. Tom caressed me. kissed 
me, gently and wildly. softly and hard until 
my lips were bruised. He was warm and 
strong and good. He was all man. He was 
the guy I loved. And I was his for as long 
as he wanted me. 

He said it was for life. 
him. 

The marriage ceremony was in Yuma. 
My next big thrill came when Tom carried 
me over the threshold of the little house he 
had bought in South L. A. 

We had nothing but happiness until the 


first poison pen letter came. 
N OW, there was a strange, unrelieved 
tension in our house. It was the same 
kind of electrically charged air that hung 
around our heads when we went out pub- 
licly to company affairs where I met Tom’s 
white working companions. and when Tom 
had introduced me to his Negro friends at 

their fine dances and parties. 
This terrible madness about skin color 


drink,” I said. 


And T believed 


which we had avoided, perhaps subeop, 
sciously, by withdrawing from all unnece 
sary public contacts had now invaded oy 
last retreat. 

For days we avoided any further discys 
sion about the letter and Tom made » 
obviously strained effort to be his normal 
happy, loving self while I helped him 
much as I could by pretending that I had 
forgotten the incident. 

But the ugly, vile words of the letter key 
reeling through my mind during even 
waking moment. Even far, far into the 
night, I lay awake wondering how anyon 
could have done such a thing to us, hoy 
anyone could have dreamed up such ; 
mean, vicious thing to try to snatch away 
from Tom and me the happiness we kney, 

I could find no answers and when I some. 
times whimpered in my tears I found Tom, 
too, was awake and our only solace wa 
to cling frightenedly and lovingly to each 
other. 


THE SECOND LETTER came six weeks 

to the day after the first one. And by 
an odd, almost unbelievable coincidence. 
the same day I discovered that I was preg. 
nant. This mixture of hell and heaven al. 
most drove me frantic. The letter made me 
angry and it terrified me. It made me feel 
helpless and frustrated, and I feared for 
the child newly planted inside me who 
would come into a world so filled with hate 
and meanness. 

But I decided I would not tell Tom about 
the second letter. I knew he wanted a 
baby very badly and I didn’t want to sub- 
tract anything from the happiness I knew 
would be his when I told him we were to 
become parents. 

He was so proud he could hardly talk 
the night I told him about the baby. He 
started to hug me tight but became afraid 
he might hurt me. I had to crush him to 
me instead. Then he began speculating » 
whether we would have a girl or a boy. 

“Just as long as the baby is healthy,” ! 
said, “that’s all I care.” 

“But I hope it’s a girl that looks just like 
you,” Tom insisted as he started playing 
a game of names. He decided that we 
should name her Beth after me. if it was 
a girl. and Tom, Jr., if it was a boy, after 
more than an hour of trying different other 
names and combinations of names. We 
laughed happily at ourselves. 

The pregnancy and anticipation of moth- 
erhood were good for me. They gave me 
something to talk about to my next door 
neighbor Sarah, whose only interest seemed 
to be the TV soap operas. Her husband 
was a hardworking young medical student 
who had married her while he was in the 
Army and was now working part time @ 
the aircraft plant where Tom worked while 
going to school afternoons and evenings. 

She was alone a great deal of the time 
and after Tom and I had moved into the 
neighborhood, she was really the only per 
son who paid me very much attention at all. 
On warm afternoons, she would call across 
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the fence to me as she worked in her flower 
beds and we would talk about the soap 
operas. 

I thought they were amusing or just 
plain funny, but Sarah was very wrapped 
up in them. She was quite pretty, with skin 
almost as fair as mine, but she always 
seemed so very nervous about keeping her 
hands clean that I often kidded her that 
the soap sponsor of her favorite TV pro- 
gram had really sold her a bill of goods. 

We never visited each others’ homes but 
we talked over the fence many afternoons 
and I told her I was going to have a baby. 
She seemed so happy she cried. 

As the weeks went by, attending to my 
personal needs, visiting the doctor and 
talking with Sarah about my forthcoming 
motherhood experience helped me dismiss 
lightly the increasing number of poison pen 
letters I received in succeeding weeks and 
months. Always they were short and in- 
sulting, written by the same person, with 
the same pen. in green ink. 

I probably never would have thought the 
color of the ink important if Ben Birley. 
the mailman, hadn’t mentioned it one day. 

He had taken up his rain check on that 
cup of coffee because his load was light for 
the day and he had not brought us any 
mail for several days. I was well along with 
my pregnancy, about eight months, and | 
had been hoping the letters would stop 
coming before the baby was born. I hadn’t 
mentioned them to Tom since the first one, 
and I supposed he had forgotten all about 
that one. 

Ihad no plans to mention the letters to 
Ben either, but he opened the subject in a 
most peculiar way. 

“Mrs. Johnson I certainly wish my wife 
made coffee like you do. Why I’d even ask 
you how you do it and take the recipe home 
but she’s so green with envy over you hav- 
ing a baby she’d probably run me out of 
the house,” he said laughingly. 

His mention of green struck me sudden- 
ly and it must have shown on my face for 
he said “What’s wrong Mrs. Johnson. did 
Isay something wrong?” 

“No. Ben, you didn’t say anything 
wrong,” I said. But I continued to think 
very hard and didn’t talk very much. After 
a minute, Ben got up to leave. 

“Guess, I’d better get along,” he said, 
“but here’s a couple of letters for you.” he 
added, shuffling the pile in his hand. Then. 
just as he handed them to me, he com- 
mented, “That green ink envelope again, 
Mrs. Johnson. Whoever it is must be a very 
good friend of yours, they write so often.” 

This time, what he said angered me and 
almost hysterically I blurted out: “No 
they’re not!” 

Ben was surprised. “What?” 

“I realize I don’t know very much about 
life,” I said, “but I simply can’t understand 
anybody who would write nasty letters. It’s 
horrible and I don’t ever want you to leave 
another one of those green-inked things at 
this house,” I screamed at him. 

“It’s my job, Mam,” Ben said worriedly. 


“Who’s been sending the letters?” 

“I don’t know. They’re always unsigned.” 

“Could I see them?” 

“Ben.” I said, “I don’t want to bother 
you with my troubles.” 

“But I want to see them. We’re friends. 
Maybe I can do something to help. Maybe 
I'll recognize the handwriting if it’s some- 
body on my route. Quite often people leave 
letters for me to mail for them.” 


I hadn’t thought of that. Maybe Ben 
could help. I went into the bedroom, 


reached under the mattress where I had 
hidden all the letters and brought them 
out for Ben to see. 


The first thing he said. understandingly, 


was “Green with envy. That could mean 
something, like green ink. green envy, jeal- 
ousy and meanness.” 

“But who would envy me. Ben? Tom 


and I are happy but you know how some 
people have treated me since we came here. 
It hasn’t been nice. Who would envy us? 
Who would envy me enough to do a thing 
like this?” 

“You’d be surprised,” he said. “People 
are funny. And women are especially fun- 
ny. This looks like a woman’s handwriting 
—a mixed up woman who may be working 
out one of her own frustrations by torment- 
ing you.” 

“Well. frustrations or whatnot. 
a pretty funny way to do anything to me,” 
I said. 

Ben read the letters quietly. 

“This is an odd one,” he said after a mo- 
ment. He showed it to me. The letter said 
only this: “WHAT’S THE MATTER? DID 
YOU LOSE YOUR ROPE. COWGIRL?” 

“T don’t get it.” 

“T came from Texas,” I said. 

“Oh. Then the person writing the letters 
must be someone who knows you or Tom 
pretty well.” 

I wondered who that could be. But since 
I knew virtually no one in the community. 
I had no way of guessing. even. 

“Tell you what.” Ben said. after he had 
read several of the letters. “let me take 
these along with me. I won’t show them to 
anyone. I just want to fix the handwriting 
in my mind. Maybe I'll turn up some- 
thing.” 


it seems 


I agreed to his plan. 

Ben turned up something much quicker 
than I had expected. And what he turned 
up. I wished that he had left covered. 


T WAS AFTER DINNER on a Satur- 

day and Tom and I were just finishing 
the dishes when he came in with such a 
terrible look on his face that I knew he had 
bad news. Tom greeted him gaily but Ben 
ushered us right into the living room where 
he sat down and came right to the point. 

“Tom, I hope you won’t think I’ve been 
meddling. but your wonderful wife was so 
intent on not bothering you with this thing 
that she has kept it to herself for months 
and only let me in on it by accident. We’ve 
got a secret.” Ben said. 

“No kidding,” Tom said, still quite gay, 
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you don’t mean the post office department 
has already requisitioned my unborn son, 
do you?” 

“No, not that, Tom,” Ben went on, “it’s 
these things,” he said, laying the bundle 
of poison pen letters on the table. 

Tom didn’t touch them at first. He looked 

mpathetically at me, tears almost filling 
his eyes, and said “Darling, you’ve been 
setting more of these things, living a vir- 
tual hell on earth and not even telling me 
ibout them. You’re too good for me, Beth. 
Why wouldn’t you let me know what you’ve 
been going through—and you carrying the 

iby, too?” 

! tried feebly to explain but Ben broke 

again. 

“That’s all behind us now, Tom. What 

ou and I and Mrs. Johnson have got to do 
s figure out what we do now. You see, I’ve 
earned who has been sending them and I’m 
ifraid it’s going to create quite a problem 
iround here where you two fine people 
already have enough problems.” 

“Well, who the hell is it?” Tom said, an- 
crily, jumping to his feet. “I’ll—” 

“No,” Ben said calmly, “get a hold of 

ourself. That wouldn’t do any good. I 
took the liberty of talking this thing over 

ith my supervisor at the postoffice and I 
think I’ve got some kind of a solution. The 

hief tells me that he has had a lot of ex- 
verience with this sort of thing and vile 
letters like these always come from people 
ho are sick. The best way to handle this 
one is to try to help the person who has 
heen doing it. They’re too close to you for 

»u to do anything else.” 

“Close to me?” Tom shouted. 

Yes,” Ben said. turning his attention 
to me. “Mrs. Harper has been writing the 
letters. Sarah. The lady next door whose 
husband sometimes rides to work with Tom 
, a 


ere 


I was too startled to speak. Tom sat 
lown on the couch heavily and grasped my 
iand tightly. 

“You see, it didn’t take long to run down 
the district station postmarks on the en- 
elopes. They were all posted in this dis- 
trict. Then I just watched for a few days 
until I saw some more green ink. Mrs. 
Harper handed me several letters the other 
lay when I delivered her mail. The ink 
is green. We compared the handwriting 
ywntown.” 

‘My God, how could she?” Tom said de- 

tedly. “And Jim Harper seems such a 
nice. hard working young guy with such 
high principles and ideals. What in the 
vorld is wrong with her?” 

[ was still too startled to speak. I had 
always considered her the only friendly 

quaintance I had in the neighborhood. 

‘Well, I don’t know what’s wrong with 
her, but I’ve got a suggestion here about 
how we might be able to work this thing 

it,” Ben offered. 

‘I don’t feel very much like doing any- 
thing but scratching her eyes out,” I finally 
1ld 

‘And Gees,” Tom was commenting re- 
flectively, “Jim and I were just talking 





about some new records I got as we were 
riding to work yesterday morning.” 

“Records, huh?” Ben interposed. “well, 
that just might be the ticket.” 

“What do you mean?” Tom asked. 

“T mean invite the Harpers over tonight. 
I'll come and bring my wife. We'll listen to 
records and maybe in the course of the eve- 
ning, we can find a solution to this thing.” 

“IT won’t do it!” I screamed. “Me invite 
that woman into my house after what she’s 
done to me?” 

Tom did not speak. but Ben went on talk- 
ing. “You’re too fine a woman to be venge- 
ful, Mrs. Johnson. You’re too tolerant not 
to be understanding and [| think that’s what 
is missing here—understanding.” 

“Darling, I think maybe Ben has got 
something there.” Tom said to me. “We 
haven’t had guests since we’ve lived here. 
Perhaps we’ve been expecting other people 
to be neighborly when we haven’t been be- 
ing neighborly ourselves. I think we ought 
to try Ben’s plan.” 


OM USED the new record album of mu- 

sic from a Broadway play as the excuse 
for inviting the Harpers over. They arrived 
at about the same time as Ben and his wife. 
To look at Sarah a person never would have 
believed she would write a poison pen let- 
ter, she was so friendly and solicitous of my 
well-being. 

We had settled down with cold glasses 
of beer and heard nearly half of the record 
album when one of the stars began to sing 
the song I’ve Grown Accustomed To Her 
Face. 

That’s when Tom and Ben started their 
probing. 

Ben turned to his wife jokingly and said. 
“That’s what happened to me. I grew ac- 
customed to it. Isn’t it amazing that you 
can do that and afterward you only see a 
face the way your heart tells you to?” 

Tom said “That’s what happened to Beth 
and me. And, you know, frankly, we were 
shy at first because of the color difference. 
Then love walked in and color disap- 
peared.” 

I just happened to glance at Sarah then 
and she seemed to flush and become so 
jittery I knew they had struck a sensitive 
nerve. 

Jim spoke up and said, “Yeah, Tom. 
You and Beth sure have tackled this color 
craziness head on and proved it’s a lot of 
malarky. I wish Sarah here could feel the 
same way you two do about it, but then she 
had a bad experience, y’know.” 

“No, we didn’t know.” Tom and Ben said 
almost simultaneously. “Tell us about it. 
There’s nothing like talking one of these 
things out.” 

“Oh, there’s not really very much to it,” 
Jim said. “The little darling here is from 
Oregon, you see. I met her when I was in 
the Army up that way. But before I came 
along, a long time before I came along, her 
mother walked off and left her because she 
was a little too brown. Her father was a 
Negro, you see. And since her mother was 
originally from Texas. Sarah has always 


had some kind of aversion to race mixing— 
something about what happens to the chil. 
dren who the white mothers leave behind.” 

It must have occurred to him what he 
had said almost as soon as he said it, be 
cause he, too, blushed visibly and quickly 
added, “Of course, that was a long time 
ago, like I said, and present company js 
always excepted.” He chuckled feebly. 

“Yes,” I jumped into the conversation, 
“but I think it’s unfair to all the rest of the 
people in the world for Sarah to judg 
them by one person. Hasn’t that been wha 
Negroes have always complained about— 
that some white people judge them all by 
one?” 

Sarah was snuffing out a cigarette in ap 
ash tray and got some of the ashes on her 
hand. Her nervousness was apparent, and 
she asked if she could wash her hands, 

“She’s always washing her hands,” Jim 
said without obvious meaning as she left, 

Ben called after Sarah through the open 
door of the bathroom. “Hey, Sarah. your 
husband is saying you’ve also got a pho- 
bia against dirt,” he laughed. 

“T was reading something about things 
like that just the other day,” Jim added. 
“The anti-dirt phobia is called mysophobia 
I think. And the man was saying that pho. 
bias are escape mechanisms for inner con- 
flicts,” he continued as Sarah returned to 
the room and sat down. She was listening 
very intently. “These things are fears that 
are illogical and absurd and generally are 
associated with forgotten or repressed ex- 
periences that are usually unpleasant. 
What’s with this handwashing bit, Sarah? 
Now that I think of it. has it got anything 
to do with what I was just saying?” Jim 
asked. 

At that moment, my neighbor went to 
pieces like an explosion in a spaghetti fac- 
tory. 

“T feel terrible.” she cried hysterically 
and broke down in bitter weeping. Ina 
split second, we were all by her side mut- 
tering apologies and asking what was 
wrong. “You people are so happy and well 
adjusted and I’m so mixed up. I’ve donea 
horrible thing to you—a horrible thing.” 

Ben had drawn Jim off to the side and 
was talking to him very fast. Jim looked 
over at Sarah in utter amazement. He took 
a long drink of beer and then sat down 
beside her. 

“We know, darling,” he said. “We all 
know . . . everyone of us here.” 

“You know what?” Sarah looked up in 
disbelief. I turned my face away. I could 
not meet her repentent eyes. 

“That fear of dirt bit is really a fear of 
moral contamination, I think was the way 
I recall having heard about it. And after 
we found out here a minute ago what hap- 
pened with your parents. we understand 
now, we just want to help you get over your 
phobia against interracial marriage, 
Sarah,” Tom put in. “Nobody’s angry, Wé 
just hope you now understand what has 
been bothering you, and understand Beth 
and I as well. We love each other, just a 
you and Jim do. That’s all there is to it.” 
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Ben sat down on one side of Sarah, 

“I guess you wrote those letters because 
of the bad memory you have of what hap- 
pened to you. You just didn’t believe a 
narriage like Tom and Beth’s could work 
nd you were trying to see that it didn’t. 
We understand that and now that you too 
ve them here in the happiness of their 
home you can see you were wrong.” 

“Oh. I’m so ashamed of myself,” Sarah 
aid. “Can you ever forgive me?” she 
rned to me pleading. 

At that moment Tom laid the bundle of 
seen inked poison pen letters in the large 
ach tray on the cocktail table and struck 
amatch to them. 


There was a long silence as the paper 
crackled and was consumed in the flames. 
Nobody spoke. When the last ember flick- 
ered out, Sarah picked up the black ashes 
and crumpled them to dust. Tears rolled 
down her cheeks but she was laughing. 
Ben’s wife was crying and I was crying. 

Jim stuck our refilled beer glasses in 
our hands. set the record player back to 
P’ve Grown Accustomed To Her Face and 
proposed a toast. 

“To good, good neighborliness,” he said. 

We all drank long, refreshing swallows. 

“May I be your child’s godmother?” 
Sarah asked, holding her glass unmind- 


fully in a dirty. unwashed hand. THE END 








intellectual. Again Ovid advises: 


Do not try to show your wit 

Or vex your girl with ancient lore 
That will not please the slightest bit 
She'll think you a prodigious bore 
None but a fool would send a maiden 
A letter with an essay laden 


How to keep a woman happy? Marry 
her. Though single. she is always poten- 
tially marriageable. because “hope spring- 
eth eternal in the human heart.” Such, at 
least, was the case with one 24-year-old, 
Georgia farm girl whose life in the country 
had robbed her of normal social contacts. 
Longing for male companionship, she be- 
came desperate enough last year to print 
a sign on her father’s car which read: 
“Husband wanted. A man I can depend on. 
Specifications: Five-and-one-half feet tall, 
likes movies and fishing. must be between 
35 and 35 years old and earn at least $75 
weekly. If interested, please call.” She 
not only received a flock of calls, but, like 
% per cent of all single women, eventually 
got married. 

But marriage is not always a happy end- 
ing to a sad story. All too often it lapses 
into a monotonous routine in which the 
married folk circle aimlessly in the artifi- 
tial atmosphere of their passions like fish 
inan aquarium. complaining of their bore- 
dom. coupling in boredom, parting to be 
hored again. 

How, then, to keep a wife happy? Sur- 
prise her occasionally. Because dishes and 
diapers wait for no man, it’s up to a 
thoughtful hushand to vary the routine. A 
kiss at high noon. if it doesn’t scare his 
spouse to death, will please her. A flower 
for no reason at all is worth a carload of 
Faster lilies. An out-of-the-blue suggestion 
for a date, with the children already 
squared away. will make her remember 
that life can he beautiful. The date need 
not be a grand tour of Paris. A short jaunt 
to the neighborhood movie may be all she 
needs, 

_ Actually, many a wife would be content 
if she received sufficient companionship 





How To Keep A Woman Happy 


(Continued from Page 10) 


from her husband. This does not mean 
simply his physical presence around the 
house while his spirit floats elsewhere. Nor 
does it mean sitting behind a newspaper 
in the living room while the wife does 
dishes in the kitchen. It means respecting 
her enough to communicate with her, share 
problems. praise her. For she may come 
to interpret his silence and indifference as 
disapproval. 

How to keep a wife happy? Avoid en- 
tangling alliances with in-laws. One dis- 
traught young Baltimore wife, forced to 
play second-fiddle to her mother-in-law. 
once explained tearfully to a marriage 
counselor: “We were going to buy a new 
rug and Tom went by his mother’s and 
talked it over with her yesterday! He seems 
to think her ideas are so good! Now that 
he’s talked it over with her, he knows ex- 
actly what kind of a rug he wants. I’m 
furious. I'll keep the floors bare before I'll 
have that rug.” 

Her complaint was far more deep-seated 
than mere stubbornness. Actually. she was 
protesting against her husband’s failure to 
sever the umbilical cord to his mother. to 
stand up and be counted as a man rather 
than a “mama’s boy.” She wanted him to 
become master of his household, but not 
in the tyrannical sense intended by the Ger- 
man philosopher Nietzsche when he ad- 
vised: “Thou goest to a woman? Do not 
forget thy whip!” 

For wives are least happy when their 
husbands assume the role of a “dictator,” 
according to a survey by the Institute of 
Family Relations. They are happiest when 
full democracy is practiced at home, when 
they are given an equal share in the man- 
agement of family affairs. This is because 
of the more general psychological fact that 
men and women are complementary and 
reciprocal, they mutually condition and 
perfect each other. The poet Tennyson 
summed up male-female togetherness when 
he wrote: 

The woman’s cause is man’s: 

they rise or sink 
Together. dwarf’d or godlike, 


bound or free THE END 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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‘My Wife Or The Baby?’ 


(Continued from Page 19) 


back inside from shoveling the snow away 
from the wheels and running the motor so 
the heater took the chill off the inside of 
the car, Helen was stretched out in the 
bed with the reading lamp on. She had 
been looking at the evening paper, but now 
it was laid aside, her face was turned to- 
ward the wall and she seemed to be dozing. 

I took off my coat and hung it up. I 
looked around for the handbag containing 
the things she would need in the hospital. 
[ placed it near my coat and checked in 
the closet for hers. I found her galoshes 
and put them beside mine. 

As I peeked over and looked in her 
face, at the serene, guarded sleep of near 
1otherhood, she seemed more beautiful 
han ever before. 


( y' RS WAS A wonderful life together. 
Meeting her had been the luckiest day 

f my life, just as this Black Monday was 
to be the most fateful day of my life. The 
room was quiet except for the soft sound 
of the radio and the whistling of the wind 
outside. My mind raced back, back, back, 
two years, three years, five years, to the 
day I first saw her sitting alone in the little 
sweets shop across from the college cam- 
pus where Homecoming had been cele- 
brated that day. 

[ had been to the hometown deep in the 
South that I left many years before. My 

b was in Virginia, but I had had to go 
back home to clear up some things my Dad 
left dangling when he died the summer 
before. I did not like my hometown. I de- 
ested going there. A boy never becomes 
1 man in his hometown. 

here are always oldsters standing in the 

ay, making sly little remarks to shake 
our confidence. “Here’s little Bobby,” 
hey say. “He sure has grown hasn’t he. 
Got a lot of radical ideas, this boy. but he’ll 
cet out of them as he grows older and 
nellows.” 

Satisfied, that’s what they were. Why I'd 
houldered arms and faced death in far 
1way places with strange sounding names. 
[ was man enough for that and I was now 
1an enough not to be satisfied with being 
1 printer’s devil the rest of my life. 

“Son, you don’t want to stir up trouble 
around here do you? The unions won’t let 
you in. That’s the way things are. The 
hest thing for you is to travel. That’s it. 
Travel.” 

It was the best advice they could give. 
[ took it. 

Vax, who was teaching at the college, 

s the only guy around I could talk to. 
He was the only guy who understood me. 
He had missed the draft because he was 
iway in Chicago in college. He knew how 
[ felt and he had asked me to stop for a 
few hours and join in the Homecoming 
elebration. 
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“You need the relaxation, Bob. You’re 
too tight. It will do you good to see some 
of the people who never left home and to 
meet some of the people who came here 
while you were away at the war. There 
will be a couple of dances and maybe you'll 
meet a girl. That’s what you need, old 
man, a girl,” he had said. 

So I stayed, like he suggested. And I did 
meet a girl. 

The sweets shop was crowded when we 
squeezed our way in and took up observa- 
tion positions near the juke box. The school 
kids and some oldsters who looked silly 
doing it were dancing fancy steps to the 
rock ’n roll tunes sung by blues shouters. 

I was introduced here and there, and 
some of the girls I met stood close around 
as if they wanted me to dance with them, 
but I kept looking around the room and 
avoiding them. What was happening 
seemed so irresponsible and aimless it 
sickened me. 

And then I saw her. 

She was sitting on a stool at the counter, 
with her back toward the dance floor. She 
had a napkin in her hand that she twisted 
into a little knot, then untwisted and 
twisted again. 

Her hair hung down to her shoulders in 
a kind of page boy bob and she was wear- 
ing a neat, tailored gray suit with a bright 
red blouse. Her hands were slim and deli- 
cate. Her smooth egg-shell skin and big, 
bright, heavily-lashed eyes reminded me 
of Lena Horne. 

I went over and sat down beside her. 

“Bored?” I said without looking into her 
face. I could feel her look around at the 
sound of my voice. 

“It’s a nice affair for those who like 
things like this.” she said. “I don’t know 
why I come. There are so many important 
things I could be doing.” 

“Like what?” I said. 

“Reading. if nothing else.” 

“What sort of thing do vou read?” I 
said. 

“You ask a lot of 
What’s your name?” 

“Bob. What’s yours?” 

“Helen,” she said. Her voice had the 
ripple of cool spring water running steady- 
headed toward the sea where it knows it 
belongs. 

“Did you finish school here. too?” she 
added. 

“Nope. The school of hard knocks is my 
alma mater.” 

“You sound bitter.” 

“Not necessarily. Just know where I 
want to go, what I want to do—and I mean 
to get there.” 

“Interesting.” she said. 

“Like to hear more about it?” I said. 
“It’s rather warm in here. Let’s walk out- 
side and talk about it. I’m a great talker.” 

That’s how it had begun. 


questions, mister. 


The next day she went back to her | 
pleasant rural teaching job in the smyj 
town where her mother was principal, 
went back to my subservient job as hanj 
man to the union printers. But we », 
changed letters twice a week and it wag) 
long before we knew we were miserabh 
without each other. 

Our lives were very much alike. They 
were only Helen and her mother. No othe 
relatives. I had no close family ties at aj 
A cousin or two here or there that I hadg} 
heard from in years. Since we had bit} 
off so well when we first met, we expose 
ourselves completely in our letters. 

It was better than talking. The ideas » 
exchanged were written down and not x 
easily forgotten as conversation. The 
could be read over and over again, sifte) 
and studied. 

We wanted the same things. liked th 
same things, disliked the same things, liked 
the same songs, disliked the same movie 
both wanted children and both hated op. 
pression. She understood my fight againg 
the union’s closed shop and encouraged 
me in it. 

That Spring I got an offer of a new job 
in another state. I wrote her about it and 
she said she liked that state. My next le. 
ter was the all-important one. I remember 
it well. It was short and right to the point: 


Dear Helen: 

There are only a few pleasant things 
that a man can find in life. There 
aren’t many for most of us—perhaps 
an appreciation of good music, a thrill 
on seeing a beautiful sunset, a delight 
in the warmness of a summer moon. 
the silken sweet smell of magnolias. 
And there might be the awareness of 
one’s capabilities that terrifies and an- 
gers those who do not have them. It is 
not comparable to seeing a sunset or 
hearing a song, but it gives its own 
kind of inward serenity, and it makes 
a man hold his head up at all times. 

If such a man has a woman who 
thinks as he does. and is “in his cor- 
ner,” he is rich indeed! 

Will you make me richer than Rock- 
efeller with all his millions, more se- 
rene than Einstein with all his wisdom 
by consenting to be my wife? 

Your answer is awaited impatiently 
by him who hopes to die as he lives. 

Forever your 


Bob 


HINKING ABOUT the letter and how 
well I remembered every word of it, | 
grunted audibly. “Uughh!” 
“What's the matter?” Helen said. awak 
ening out of her light sleep. : 
“Nothing, darling,” I said. “I was jus 
sitting here remembering all the fun we't 
had together, all the love we’ve shared.” 
“I was dreaming a little. I think.” she 
said. 
“Tell me about it.” 
“Oh, it was about the title of this nev 
book, as far as I can remember. What ® 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 





















If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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‘Where Have You Been?’ ‘Out. ‘What 
Did You Do?’ ‘Nothing.’ Imagine naming 
book all of that. It sounds like a child 
talking to its mother. Children must be 
e most wonderful people in the world,” 
Helen whispered happily. 
‘We'll soon know for certain,” I smiled 


t her. “We'll have our own and we'll be 


he happiest people in the world, won’t 


I took her little hand in mine and kissed 
gently when suddenly her fingernails dug 
ainfully into my flesh. Looking into her 
face, I could see she had experienced a 
rible pain, and then the flushed lines 
her face relaxed. 
‘You want our baby very much, don’t 
u, Bob?” she said. 
Of course I do, darling. And I love you 
very much,” I tried to comfort her. 
“But, Bob, I’m afraid. I’m so terribly 
raid,” Helen whimpered. “I want you to 
e your baby more than anything in the 
rid. He'll be so strong if it’s a boy and 
beautiful if it’s a girl. But, Bob, I’m 
fraid. I’ve had so much trouble.” 
Don’t you worry about a thing, darling,” 
id, “you’re going to be all right.” 
Oh, Bob, you’re so wonderful,” she said. 
stop talking,” I interrupted. 
u’d better save your strength. I'll get 
1 a cup of tea.” 
Helen dozed peacefully after she had 
lrunk the tea, and I sat there watching her, 
ith one ear open to the soft music that 
lled the room. I must have dozed, too, 
when I was next aware of the world 
len was shaking my shoulder and say- 
“You’d better call Dr. Maddox, dar- 
g. I think it’s time.” 
{ was galvanized into action with a heart- 
inding excitement, but we managed to 
et to the hospital without mishap although 
[ stalled the car engine three times before 
could get away from the snowdrifts at 
curb. 


“Let’s 


\ ND THEN came that horrible five min- 
utes during which I had to decide be- 
een the wife I loved so dearly and the 
ld I wanted so badly. 
lhe whole picture of our lives together 
eled itself through my tortured mind. I 
ight of all the happy times Helen and 
id had together, of the tender moments 
ove, the hot moments of unchained pas- 
and the quiet hours of unhurried con- 
ition; of the dreams we had dreamed 
ther, the disappointments we had 
ed and the hopes we had built. 
thought of the new life that my de- 
1) held in the balance. I cried out in 
r at having to decide the fate of a life 
yet unsparked. Only God should have 
power over life and death I told my- 
Yet, how could I know that the child 
ld not be malformed and subject to an 
tence cursed with the world’s pity. 
could I know if it would live a day, 
eek or a year? 
tried to think of the baby as an un- 
| thing, dormant and inanimate. I could 


delude myself. They were two very 


alive people I had to admit. I searched my 
life for reasons why I should be faced with 
such a problem. What sin had I committed 
against God and man that I should be tried 
like this? 

And I began to realize I was indulging 
in self pity at a time when I should have 
been completely outside of myself. Per- 
haps this was my sin. Perhaps I had al- 
ways been so much concerned with myself 
that I hadn’t really cared about other peo- 
ple and now I was faced with having to 
make a major decision that affected two 
other people very dear to me. 

I was horrified by the sudden revelation 
of my selfishness. I dropped my head into 
my hands and asked the Lord to help me 
make the right choice. 

“Bob?” the questioning voice of Dr. 
Maddox came to me from the doorway. 

“Save my wife,” the words came out of 
me involuntarily. 

Two hours later as I still sat there tor- 
mented by uncertainty, Dr. Maddox came 
in again. 

“She is going to be all right,” he said 
sympathetically. 


N THE FEW YEARS since that night, 

life with Helen has been different and 
happier than anything I ever dreamed of. 
She bounced back to good health in a very 
few weeks and one of the many applica- 
tions I had placed for jobs in northern 
cities was answered. We picked up, lock, 
stock and barrel, and moved. 

The AFL-CIO International Typogra- 
phers Union recognized all the years I had 
been denied my apprenticeship solely be- 
cause of my race and granted me the jour- 
neyman status I wanted so badly. 

Out of the dark despair of that terrible 
snowy night many miles and many months 
ago, a bright, glowing day of opportunity 
and happiness was born for us. 

T have come to look upon the child that 
was not born to us as a symbol of all of 
my own intolerance. Perhaps it represented 
the unreasonable attitude I took toward 
Mabel and Frank, who had their own prob- 
lems and should not have been burdened 
with mine. Maybe the unborn child repre- 
sented my selfish lack of regard for the 
feelings of the oldsters down South who 
know life far better than I can ever hope 
to. Certainly it represented the selfish way 
I tried to make Helen’s whole life and all 
her wishes subservient to my own. 

Strangely, I have never told Helen about 
the decision I had to make. I do not be- 
lieve I could explain the reasons for my 
choice to her for I have sometimes spoken 
about the matter to friends and ministers. 
Some agree with the choice I made; some 
do not. 

I only hope that God agrees with me. It 
is written in His book that man should not 
be so hasty to judge, lest he himself be 
judged. I sometimes think that I had been 
too hasty to judge and was faced with the 
great decision so that I might learn that 
judging is God’s business alone. 


THE END 


1958 Food Ideas 


(Continued from Pages 42-43) 


Baked Ham 


For best results follow directions on label of 
allow 18 minutes per lb. baking time for a whole 
cooked ham, or 22 minutes per lb. for half a ham, 
a whole pre-cooked ham allow 10 minutes per lb, 
minutes per lb. for half a ham. Bake ham in 325°F 
45 minutes yn ham is done, score fat, spread 
apple jelly glaze and return to oven for 10 minug 
Decorate with poinsettia flowers made from apri 
and cherries. 


Cranberry Ice 
Crush I-pound can jellied cranberry sauce with 
and whip until smooth. Combine with %4 cup Ginger 
and beat until well blended. Add one stiffly beaten 
white and % cup sugar and blend until smooth, 
into freezing tray and freeze until firm. Serve as fy 
course, 


Apple Sweet Potato Souffle 
Combine two tbsp. sugar and one tsp. cinnamon; 
two cups apple sauce with one tbsp. grated orange 
mix well. Combine three cups mashed sweet pot 
34 tsp. salt, apple sauce mixture and }% cup melted 
ter. Add four beaten egg yolks. Beat four eg 
stiff; fold into sweet potato mixture. Pile lighily 
greased three-quart casserole. Bake in hot oven 400 
45 minutes. Serve immediately. ; 


Noodle Cups Supreme 
Combine in mixing bowl % lb. cooked, salted noo 
with two tbsp. finely chopped onion, two cups grat 
Cheddar cheese (about '%2 lb.), 1 tsp. poppy seed and 
isp. pepper. Mix well. Press firmly into six well oil 
six-ounce custard cups. Bake in a 325°F., oven for 
minutes. Unmold onto platter and serve with hot 
room sauce, made by heating three 6-ounce cans 
mushroom gravy. Makes six servings. 


Chocolate Cups 
Melt 1 cup semi-sweet chocolate morsels and one 
shortening over hot water. With back of teaspoon, 
a thin layer of chocolate evenly over inside surface 
eight 3" fluted paper baking cups. Allow one tbsp. ¢ 
olate per cup. Place cups in cooled muffin pans 
chill. When chocolate has hardened, remove paper 
shell. Replace chocolate cups in muffin pan and 
cool. Fill with Eggnog custard just before serving. 


Roast Goose 

Wash goose in cold water. After the goose is stuff 
roast promptly. Place trussed goose, breast down, 
rack in a shallow uncovered pan. Roast in a slow 
(325°F). Don’t add water or fat. No need to 
During the roasting the fat should be spooned off as 
accumulates in the pan. When goose is approxin 
two-thirds done, turn breast up and finish roasting. 


Pumpkin Soup : 
Combine %4 cup cooked sieved pumpkin, two cups chie 
broth, two tsps. grated onion in top of double 
and scald. Mix % tsp. ginger, % tsp. nutmeg, % 
salt, one tbsp. flour. Add a little milk to make a 
paste. Add two beaten eggs then stir in % cup 
Add hot mixture gradually, stirring constantly. 
five minutes over hot water. Stir constantly. Serve toppé 
with chopped fresh parsley. 


Baked Acorn Squash 
Scrub three acorn squash; halve lengthwise; 
seeds and stringy portions. Combine }4 cup brown 
with % tsp. nutmeg and one tbsp. lemon juice. 
in squash halves. Dos with butter. Place squash in 
ing dish: add enough hot water to cover bottom 
Cover; bake in hot oven 400°F., 45-60 minutes or 
squash is tender,removing cover after 20-30 minutes. Yielt 
six servings. 


Hollandaise Sauce 
Combine %4 cup mayonnaise and 4 cup milk. 
over hot water 5-6 minutes, stirring constantly. 
MY tsp. salt, % tsp. white pepper, one tbsp. lemon 
one tsp. grated lemon rind. Remove from hot water 
serve over any desired vegetable, Makes about 1 Ke 


Orange Meringues 
Mix two cups orange chunks with 4 cup sugar, © 
and set aside for % hour. Mix two tbsp. cornsta 
\% cup sugar in saucepan. Drain syrup from ¢ 
chunks, add enough orange juice to make one cup- 
in cornstarch mixture. Cook over medium heat; 
until thick and clear. Remove from heat, add on 
chunks. Cool 10 minutes. Pour into baked mering 
shells, and serve when glaze is set. 
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